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PREPACE 


Tue following papers were written originally for the 
Commonwealth, as, month by month, the War made 
its dreadful pressure felt. This will, I trust, be 
allowed to account both for any lack of sequence, as 
well as for some repetitions. I venture to hope that 
they may help to interpret and relieve some of the 
tumult in our souls, as we quail under the terror of 
the time. 
H. S. H. 
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NOTES ON THE WAR 


Z 
INTRODUCTORY 


THE outbreak of this horrible War seemed to blot 
Gop and Curist out of our sight. We saw a world 
giving itself over to a wicked and ungodly madness. 
GoD was out of account. CurisT had no place therein. 
It was a moment of dreadful doubt whether Gop 
was in His own world at all. Now, as the terror 
proceeds, without at all losing our vehemence of 
condemnation, our hatred, our protest, we, never- 
theless, can rediscover Gop under the very cloud of 
night. Somehow, as we gather together into quiet 
assemblies for prayer, we do find ourselves feeling for 
the Divine Presence with a reality and a sincerity of 
conviction, which we had but rarely in the happy days 
of peace. It is night, and not light. That we still 
assert. Gop’s open face is hidden. War denies and 
defies CHRIST. We do not go back from that by an 
inch. Only, behind the darkness, and in the night, we 
touch GoD as we never touched Him in the light. 
Very close: very real: very actual He is—very Gop 
of very Gop. We turn to Him with a freer heart. We 
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commit ourselves to Him with a deeper impulse. 
There is no other: He is just: He is strong: He will 
bring our judgment into victory. There is a divine 
Righteousness at work—a divine Purpose—a divine 
Wrath. The life-issues are not set in vain. The 
prophets saw aright. Life and Death are at grips with 
one another. History is, indeed, the scene of the 
moral drama: it is the arena of the age-long 
strife between the Spirit and the World—between 
Heaven and Hell. We, as we kneel in silent inter- 
cession, feel ourselves caught up into the breathless 
struggle. Powers and Dominations, Principalities and 
Thrones, are about us in the night, wrestling for the 
mastery. We reach out hands toclose on Curist. We 
are sending our prayers into the ears of Gop. We 
never dreamed that He could be felt so nigh: or that 
we should be so sure of His hearing us. Gop is in His 
world after all. He is beneath: He is within: He is 
deep down. He holds His own. He moves on His way. 
He is steadfast : He is immovable: He is irresistible. 
He will never leave us to our sin. He only fastens on 
the tighter, as we try to shake ourselves free. Our 
iniquity is His opportunity. We put force upon Him 
to justify Himself. Gop, yes! Gop is our Hope, after 
all. He is a very present help in trouble. Only by 
being in trouble do we know what a help He is. 


II 
CHRISTIANITY AND WAR 


THE problem of Christianity and War is not one that 
merely hits us from outside. It has its roots inside our 
religion. It goes back to the paradox of JEsus CHRIST 
Himself. We know this the better now that we have 
just recovered our full conception of the figure revealed 
to us in the Gospels. The problem as set by Tolstoy 
in its most effective shape belongs to the days when 
we saw only the kindly human Teacher in Galilee who 
went about doing good. It was the JEsus of the Sermon 
on the Mount, the wise, the supreme Moral Reformer, 
who forbade us to resist evil, and bade us turn the other 
cheek. Perfectly true: only we all can see now that 
this is only a limited and partial account of Him. 
The Jesus who healed the sick, and said “‘ Blessed 
are the meek ’”’ to simple folk on Galilean Hills, had, 
behind and beyond them, a mission to fulfil, of a 
wholly different type. He had come on earth to doa 
tremendous deed, which would reverse History. He 
was here to break the power of the Devil, and to set his 
prisoners free. He was here to strip principalities and 
powers, to nail them to His Cross, to triumph over 
them openly. He was here for vehement and volcanic 
action by which Gop’s Righteousness would be vindi- 
cated. He is here for War: to be baptized with a 
baptism of Fire: a terrible baptism with which He is 
straitened until it be achieved. He tells us how He 
sees Himself. He is as a man stronger than the strong, 
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who is storming his way into the fortress of a tyrant, 
with whom He will wrestle, until He throws him down 
and binds him with cords. Then, with His adversary 
down and bound, He will take from him all the armour 
in which he had trusted, and will strip him bare of all 
that he possesses. “ He will spoil his goods.”’ All 
the tender-hearted healings of the demoniacs have 
this dread drama behind them. He can only cast 
out devils, because He has first bound the strong man. 
We know the visions that occupied our Lorp’s mind 
the vision that coloured His consciousness of Mission. 
There is the cx. Psalm. He certainly saw Himself in 
that, as we learn from His challenging question about 
the Son of David. There was, therefore, some sense 
in which He would sit “on Gop’s Right Hand until 
His enemies became His footstool. The Lorp would 
send the rod of His power out of Sion : Be Thou Ruler, 
even in the midst, among thine enemies. The Lorp 
upon Thy Right Hand shall wound even kings in the 
day of His wrath. He shall judge among the heathen. 
He shall fill the places with the dead bodies. He shall 
smite in sunder the heads over divers countries.” 
He spoke of Himself as the great stone flung out of 
Heaven that would smite the Image of Human Empire, 
so that the iron and the brass, the silver and the gold 
were broken in pieces and became like summer chaff. 
“On whomsoever this stone falleth, it shall grind him 
to powder.” So he spoke of Himself. In this tremen- 
dous eruption, He symbolized the birth of the babe 
from Mary’s womb, on the hay, in the Bethlehem 
stalls. 
“I saw a stable, low and very bare, 
A little child in a manger. 


The safety of the world was there 
And the world’s danger.” 
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He was, no doubt, going to give all this a spiritual 
meaning: but what was that meaning? It certainly 
meant some form of strong compulsive activity: 
some form of violent destruction : some form of War. 
The Second Psalm was, certainly, in His mind, since 
the Voice at his Baptism: and that told Him to 
“desire and I shall give thee the heathen for thine 
inheritance and the utmost paths of the earth for thy 
possession. Thou shalt bruise them with a rod of iron: 
thou shalt break them like a potter’s vessel. Be wise, 
now, therefore, O ye kings, be prudent, ye that are 
judges of the earth: kiss the Son: lest He be angry.” 
Here is the Baptism whereof He is being baptized. 
Here is the work given Him to do. And, out of this, 
breaks open the sight of the Apocalyptic Son of Man : 
revealed, by cataclysm, in the Clouds of Heaven: 
seated in Judgment: taking His great power and 
reigning: riding forth conquering and to conquer: 
Kine of Kings and Lorp of Lords. We have got to 
find place for all this in the Preacher on the Hill. It is 
no simple Tolstoy matter. He who says ‘‘ Judge not” 
says also “ for Judgment am I come into the World.” 
He who went dumb as a sheep to the slaughter is the 
same out of whose mouth goes a sharp two-edged 
sword. Our task is to discover the reconciliation. It 
is a paradox that we face; no simple solution will 
suffice. But all the deepest things in life are para- 
doxical: and CurisT, who is deeper than all, will 
also be the most paradoxical. 

What shall we say, at first sight? It is not War, as 
such, with which the Ideal of Christianity collides. On 
the contrary, there is a War in which the Cross of 
CuRIst is the central act. He dies to destroy the 
works of the devil : to kill the old man: to stamp out 
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all unrighteousness : to break open the prison-houses 
of sin : to strike off fetters : to nail all sin to the wood 
of the Cross, and slay Death. There isa War in Heaven 
—a War to crush and expel him who has the power of 
sin and death. In this War, Curist is King: and all 
who are His must fight to the death. This War puts 
out force: uses violence : is compulsive : resists with 
might and main. No yielding here will do: no sur- 
render to wrong: no turning the cheek to the smiter. 
“Resist the devil and he flees.’”’ Smite and smite 
hard, with the sword of the spirit. There can be no 
terms : and no compromise. All this is obvious : and 
easy. Everyone must agree. CHRIST, by His coming, 
has sharpened this conflict. He has intensified the 
stress of the battle. He has armed us for the fight. 
We have His panoply. We never, before Him, knew 
how fierce and relentless this War was to be. 

It is not War in itself that is our difficulty—but the 
kind of War that we mean. And it is this question, 
what kind of war is meant, which we watch dis- 
entangling itself all through the Old Testament. It 
starts with the clear, downright assumption that there 
is only one kind of War—the War of Gop on behalf of 
His own Righteousness, against Iniquity and Wrong : 
and this War embodies itself in the Wars of men on 
Earth. Israel, in its racial Wars against its foes, acts 
as the Instrument of Divine Wrath against Sin. Gop 
uses it to smite down the lust and corruption of an 
unclean Canaanitish Society. In Gop’s Name, it 
cleanses the suffering Earth of the foul pollutions of 
idolatry. ‘‘ Blessed be the LorpD my Gop, who 
teaches my hands to war, and my fingers to fight.” 
That is its most naive expression. It says it in all the 
simplicity of its heart. 


Christianity and War u 


Man’s War is Gop’s War. Well! This is no 
ignominious Ideal. After all, a War of Man’s is only 
justifiable just so far as it can be identified with the 
War of Gop. But do the two Wars tally? Are they 
coterminous? There are three obstacles to their 
identification, which slowly make themselves felt 
with evergrowing insistence. First, there is the prob- 
lem raised from the very start, in the Jew’s mind, 
as to the exact identification of the enemy with the 
Sin to be blotted out. Gop’s wrath might be justified 
in destroying the Sin of Sodom : but are all Sodomites 
sinners? What if there be fifty righteous? Shall 
they be smitten equally with the guilty? How can 
that be justified ? Shall not the Judge of all the Earth 
do right ? And if it would be monstrous to slay fifty 
righteous with the guilty, would it be any less mon- 
strous to slay forty, or thirty, or twenty, or ten, or 
even one? These vast physical judgments do not 
distinguish. Towers of Siloam fall on all alike. So 
with wars. This rough handling of whole Races does 
not correspond with the standards of Gop’s honour. 
Not all Canaanites deserve what the Sin of Canaan 
deserves. Yet the sword smites all alike. This can- 
not be the way of Gop’s War. The significance of the 
individual begins to tell. It collides with this crude 
massing of men in identical lumps. At first, it seemed 
enough for one to be guilty, and all are involved in his 
guilt. But, after all, a deeper insight pronounces that 
this won’t do. The son shall not answer for the 
father’s sin. Each shall answer for himself. But how, 
then, about these Racial Wars? They do not corre- 
spond to Gop’s vindication of His own ways as equal, 
in that He takes each individual at his own value. 

And then, secondly, does all Israel claim to be 
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equally fit to be used as the tool of the Divine Justice ? 
In wild savage days, we can gaily cry ‘‘ The sword of 
the Lorp and of Gideon.’”’ Gideon stands for Gop, as 
decisively as the German Emperor. Gop fights 
through him. Not an ignoble belief; but who is 
sufficient for it? Are Gideon and the Sword of the 
Lorp fused ? Is Gideon nothing but that Sword, or 
how much of Gideon is there, that he counts in to 
the sword ? How much of the sword does he claim 
for his own use? Dare any man really say that 
wherever Gideon smites, GOD smites ? 

As consciences develop, the challenge becomes more 
and more serious. Gop takes up Nations and Empires, 
as His instruments of Justice, His scourges of Sin: 
but they break in His Hand. ‘“‘ Oh Assyria, Rod of 
Mine anger.” But Assyria claims for its own glory and 
ambition that which it had been set to do for Gop. 
And this special people, this chosen sword—how 
impossible it made itself! How could He identify 
His honour with this stubborn and _ stiffnecked 
generation on whom He had set His Name? He 
might chasten: train: discipline: school them for 
His Service : and still they failed Him. They brought 
in their own greeds, and envies, and ambition, and lust. 
He had to let them be broken and punished : lest His 
Name be blasphemed by being identified with them. 
Ever they dreamed of a perfect Israelite, who would 
be fit to assert Gop’s Honour, and to swing Gop’s 
Sword—someone set upon Mount Zion of whom it 
might verily be said “Thou art My Son ’—some- 
one who could venture, in Gop’s own Name, to 
break in pieces the wickedness of the heathen, and 
to rule the earth with the unswerving rod of Divine 
Righteousness. But this Israelite never arrived. 
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The standard rose higher and higher. Very pure, very 
spotless, very innocent, wholly guiltless must he be 
who would ride out, with all the chivalry of Gop, 
as the dew of the morning, to smite in sunder the head 
of the world’s vast Wrongs—King and Priest in one, 
after the order of Melchisedec. Man despaired of pro- 
ducing anyone equipped for so high and tremendous a 
venture. He must be one whose will has never swerved 
from the Will of Gop: who has no selfish interest 
of his own to serve: who seeks no carnal end: 
from out of whom all selfishness has been purged, 
so that he has become the clean and unsullied channel 
through which the Justice and Power of Gop can 
express themselves in their naked glory. He must 
know nothing—desire nothing—embody nothing— 
except the energy of the Divine Will put out to win 
the Earth from out of the hand of the Devil. Then, 
in such a warrior as this, if ever he could be born, we 
might not be afraid to identify Man’s Cause with Gop’s 
Cause: God’s War with Man’s War. But he cannot 
be born of mortal parentage. He must be born of 
Gop. He must be a Son of Man, prepared in Heaven, 
kept hidden within the Throne of the Ancient of Days 
—to be revealed through flesh and blood in due time. 
So the Jew dreamed and prayed. So, in Jesus Curist, 
it came to pass. 

And now we begin to see where the Sermon on the 
Mount comes in. It is the book of Christian Knight- 
hood. Only he, who can so discipline himself by that 
high Code, is able to take the Sword of the LorD, and 
to war against Evil in Gop’s Name. No Gideon can 
take the Sword, who has in him any hint of personal 
revenge for an insult, any contempt for his brother, 
any pride of self, any personal appetite for his own 
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advantage. He must be utterly selfless if he is ever 
to dare to say “‘ Where I strike, Gop strikes.” The 
Sermon defines the qualifications for fighting in Gop’s 
War. And there is only One ever born of woman Who 
can claim to have so qualified Himself. JESUS CHRIST 
has taken the Sermon into Himself. He alone has 
fulfilled its demands. He alone can dare and declare 
Himself void of all self-seeking. “‘ I can of My Own Self 
donothing. As IhearI judge. My doctrine is not Mine. 
I judge no man. Therefore everything the FATHER 
doeth, I do also. Whatsoever the FATHER willeth, 
that Ido. Iand the FaTuer are One.” So utter is the 
abnegation! So inexhaustible the selflessness! And 
therefore He may claim that all Judgment is put into 
His hands: and He goes out, on the White Horse, to 
make War in Righteousness—and behind Him ride to 
the Eternal Victory all the Chivalry of Gop, Whom 
He has redeemed. This is the one Man whose War is 
Gop’s own War. But, as His War, it is lifted high 
above the plane on which the mixed and carnal Wars 
of the nations on Earth work out their harsh and sav- 
age issues. It isa Spiritual War—high and lifted up— 
such as St. John figures in the Apocalyptic Vision. 
And only the Saints of Gop, reborn in CHRIST, can 
presume to take their place in its ranks. 

Then, thirdly, there is a difficulty that slowly made 
itself felt. In the rough primitive fashion, it was easy 
enough to identify the sinner with his sin: and to 
invoke Gop’s wrath against it on him. Samuel, as he 
hewed Agag in pieces, saw in him nothing but the 
black iniquities and unclean horrors of Canaan. But 
the prophetic Spirit, as it got to work, drove in a wedge 
between the man and the evil that he stood for. Is 
there not a fountain opened for all our uncleanness ? 
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And is there not a Gop of Compassion who will re- 
member our sins and iniquities no more? And for- 
giveness involves belief in the possible goodness of the 
man who now is nothing but his sin. It means re- 
covering him out of it: detaching him from it : renew- 
ing the life in him which he has wasted: giving him 
the fresh start. There is that in him behind and 
beyond his sinning self, which Gop’s merciful eye 
can detect : and therefore, however deep Gon’s hatred 
for his sin, He can still hold in His love the man as he 
might become—the man pardoned and restored. Gop’s 
Love does not stop at the sin: it digs down beneath 
it, and refuses to surrender the man himself to the 
Devil. So they began to see, and tosay. And this was 
to become the very secret of the Redemption offered 
in Jesus Curist. Here everything turns on Gop’s 
refusal to treat the sinner as if he were his sin. CHRIST 
is the pledge to the sinner that Gop loves him in spite 
of his sin, in view of his escape from out of his sin. — 
But then, this makes it impossible for the follower of 
CurisT to be satisfied with the assurance that he is 
executing the justice of Gop on the sinner, when he 
smites down wrong, and slays the wicked. Even 
granting that it is the wicked whom he is set to slay, 
he is the bearer of a Gospel that cannot stop at that. 
He brings a message of hope and renewal to every 
sinner, however deep his sin. Gop still loves. Gop 
still is ready to save. That is what the Christian has 
got to declare. How can he declare it by killing the 
sinner? He must manifest a Gop who cannot be 
satisfied until He has killed sin out of the sinner. 
Curist will indeed destroy the works of the devil. 
But He will do this by sparing the sinner and by con- 
vincing him that, sin as he may, Gop loves him still. 
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The Cross of CurisT stands for the law of the Divine 
Forgiveness, which insists on distinguishing the man 
from all the sin that he has ever committed: and, 
therefore, the Wrath of Gop against Sin cannot be 
identified even with the most righteous Human War 
that was ever waged. So far the disentanglement of 
the War of Gop from the War of Man is complete. 


Ill 
THE CHRISTIAN TEMPER IN WAR 


WE have seen that it is not the mere act of Resistance 
to Evil which causes our difficulty. Some such Resist- 
ance belongs to the very life of the Christian. CHRIST 
came to war against sin: to bind the strong man: to 
strip him of his armour. Life in CHRIST is inevitably 
and typically a life of war. We wrestle against Princi- 
palities and Powers. The soldier is the most vivid 
and emphatic symbol of what we are. We are to take 
upon ourselves all the armour of Gop, shield, and 
spear, and sword, and breastplate. We are to fight 
hard to the death. Obviously, the word “ Resist not 
evil ’’ does not cover the whole of the facts. It cannot 
interpret all the life. It is a proverb: and has all the 
normal limitations of a proverb. That means that it 
can be flatly contradicted by a counter proverb. For 
it is the part of a proverb to sum up a certain definite 
body of Experiences in a single phrase. But it does not 
follow that that body of Experiences is not countered 
by another body of Experiences which precisely 
reverse it. ‘“‘ Resist not evil’’ governs a certain line of 
duty. ‘‘ Resist the devil and he will flee’’ governs 
another. The question to determine is, when does 
one formula come into play, and when does the other ? 
What are the circumstances under which the first rule 
applies, and what are the conditions which evoke the 
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second? When ought we to offer no resistance to 
evil? When ought we to resist it with all our might ? 

Well, obviously the evil that we must resist is the 
evil that would penetrate inside us, and would corrupt 
our will, and degrade our moral life. Our life is not 
our own: we owe it to Gop: we answer for it to 
Curist. It is, indeed, CHRisT alive in us. Nothing 
can be allowed to soil it, to damage it, to disgrace it, 
to lower its standard, to deteriorate its vitality. An 
attack on it is to be rebutted with every atom of force 
at our command. There can be no terms in this war : 
and no compromise. Nothing that would lessen Gop’s 
own hold on us, or would surrender to the enemy a 
section of Gop’s domain in us, could be tolerated for 
an instant. At that point, war to the knife begins. 
And, again, our inner individuality can never be only 
our own. For, in being personal, it is the pivot and 
focus of all Fellowship. So Mr. Richmond has taught 
us in his Essay on Personality. By and through our 
Personality, we belong to others. We are under 
obligation to others. We live a common life. In what 
we are, these others are implicated. We owe to them 
what we make of our Personality. We are in their 
debt. We are charged with the sacred duty of pre- 
serving the organ of Fellowship unimpaired. For 
their sake as for our own, we may not suffer it to be 
poisoned or defiled. We are not free to let evil do what 
it will with us. We betray our common humanity, if 
we surrender our personal self to lower uses which 
wreck its original purpose. For the sake of human 
Fellowship, we must, with every fibre of our being, 
resist the invading evil. 

The evil that we are to tolerate is evil that is outside 
the real self, and cannot get a lodgment within. 
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It is evil to which we can afford to be purely indifferent. 
It may do its worst against us: but it has no power 
over us. We are untouched and untainted. It may 
despoil us : it may stamp on us: it may strip us bare: 
it may heap scorn upon us: it may spend its rage and 
malice upon us. But we are beyond its reach. We 
possess our secret. We are “in Gop.” Hid within 
that presence from the provoking of all men; kept 
secretly in that tabernacle from all that the strife of 
tongues can work against us; what should we fear ? 
We may give ourselves up to its tyranny, for it cannot 
really harm us. We can bear it all, blindly, passively, 
unresistingly : we may endlessly tolerate and forgive 
it : for in spite of all it can do against us, we are what 
we are : it can produce no change in us : it is powerless 
to hurt. We are free, and secure, in the liberty of the 
Spirit wherewith Curist has made us free. 

Now—if this be the right distinction on which we 
have to act, then it is obvious that the line between the 
evil that we are to resist, and the evil that we are not 
to resist, will be different for a citizen of the Kingdom 
of Curist from what it would be for a citizen of 
some earthly nationality. CuRIsT’s citizenship is in 
Heaven. Its secret is hid with CuRisT in Gop. It is 
independent of physical conditions, and of racial 
differences. It has no material interests that are 
essential to its life. It has its spiritual freedom secured 
to it in itself. It can laugh at material loss, or physical 
damage. Violence cannot touch its secret. Its LorD 
sitteth above the waterfloods. It need not be afraid 
of any terror by night : nor for ‘‘ the arrow that flieth 
by day: for the pestilence that walketh in darkness : 
nor for the sickness that destroyeth in the noon- 
day.” There are, therefore, a swarm of evils which 
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it can afford to tolerate with impunity but which 
would be deadly to the very principle by which a 
temporal and earthly state exists. They would corrode 
its vitality : wreck its authority : corrupt its conscience : 
falsify its claim to contribute to the human fellowship. 
A Nationality, for instance, is bound to preserve itself, 
not as a mere matter of self-preservation, but as owing 
itself to the fulness of humanity. It has its contribution 
to make to the fellowship of races. It is responsible 
for itself to all the rest. They require its compensating 
quality. They look to it to play its part. GoDisa GoD 
of history : and has His own revelation to make through 
the co-operating development of many peoples in one 
growth. A Nation answers for itself to Gop, and to 
man. It may not disqualify itself for its charge. 
And, therefore, it must, at all costs, keep itself alive : 
and, at the risk of life itself, preserve its integrity, 
its moral value, itshonour. Any evil, that would under- 
mine, or degrade, or vitiate its power to be itself, must 
be resisted to the death. 

Christianity goes behind this principle of Nationality. 
It takes its stand in a region beyond the ground 
covered by these racial distinctions. It lifts us into a 
life that is independent of them. For it, there is neither 
Jew nor Greek, Barbarian nor Scythian. It refuses 
absolutely to identify its fortunes with those of any 
particular tribe, or tongue, or people, or nation. Quite 
true : and therefore it can afford to take risks which 
no special society could tolerate. But is it adverse to 
Nationalities ? Does it cancel their differences ? Not 
in the least. It denies that anyone is privileged: is 
worth more than another. But it accepts them all: 
and it gives inspiration to them all. It proposes to 
consummate the entire body of humanity : and there- 
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fore claims all its varied elements. ‘‘ Parthians and 
Medes, Cretes and Arabians, Elamites and Cappa- 
docians,” every one of them is remembered : singled 
out : used : wanted: “ They all hear, each in his own 
tongue, the wonderful works of Gop.’ The Nations of 
the earth bring in their glory: and walk in the light 
of the Lamb. Each has its own worth: its own con- 
tribution : its own allotted place. Not one is specialized 
and privileged: but, also, not one is unnecessary, 
or uncounted. CHRIST interprets Nationalities to 
themselves. He gives to each its separate meaning, 
by exhibiting its relationship to the rest in the unity 
of His Body. Does Christianity, then, abolish Nation- 
ality? Nay! It establishes it. A nation can never 
know its full and true value, until it has brought itself 
under the scales of CurIsT and entered into the com- 
bination which He consummates. For it is as an organ 
and medium of international Fellowship that CHRIST 
establishes and sanctifies Nationality. He has Himself 
brought about and revealed the absolute equality 
of Peoples. All barriers are gone which exclude one 
People from enjoying the privileges of another. All 
claims to superiority or supremacy are cancelled. 
CuristT stands, therefore, for the total denial of Nation- 
ality, as a principle of self-assertion : as a power seeking 
its own domination : as a law unto itself : as an evolu- 
tion of aggressive and self-regardant Force, impelled 
by its own necessities to claim all that it can get. 
This Macht-politik is precisely what Curist denies 
and condemns. Only in Fellowship, only under the 
conditions of a common equality, only under the 
sanction of a federated Humanity, in which each race, 
however small, counts for as much as any race, how- 
ever powerful: only so is Nationality intelligible : 
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only so has it any claim to exist. This is absolutely 
clear: and, in saying this, we have disposed of a 
hundred forms of war as, in principle, anti-Christian 
and Godless. We have, at least, disposed of every- 
thing that Treitschke and Bernhardi have to tell us 
about this unhappy “‘ Teutonism,”’ and the “ Exclusive 
State,” and the “‘ inevitable biological law of war,” 
and the ‘‘ State, which is Might.” This is the plea of 
that Devil which CurisT expels. 

But, granted that Nationality exists for purposes 
of human Fellowship, then anything which destroys 
its actual capacity for Fellowship—anything which 
wrecks its possibility of contributing to the common 
Confederation of the One Body—is an evil to be 
resisted—is an evil to be fought. A Nation must 
retain and secure that law of corporate life for which 
its Nationality is given it. Out of very passion for 
the Fellowship, it must fight against that which would 
wreck it. The reason for this has been embodied in 
the immortal lines which tell how a soldier may desert 
his love, and pursue another mistress, out of sheer 
devotion to his love. 


““T could not love thee, dear, so much, 
Loved I not honour more,’’ 


Those are the words that we should keep singing in our 
heart, as we, for very love of Peace, find ourselves 
driven to make war. Have we abandoned our ideals ? 
Have we changed our natures? Have we, indeed, 
committed ourselves to a new mistress—to horse, 
and sword, and shield? Nay! Indeed, we are the 
very men we always were. We are sworn to our lady 
Peace, and to no other. We hold that peace is the 
sole standard of life, of right, of values, of reality. 
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On peace our being is framed: for peace we exist. 
Only in fellowship, only in the brotherhood of man, 
can we put out our true capacities, or find any intelli- 
gible interpretation of things. Peace is our life’s 
blood. But it must be peace of a certain quality. 
There is a peace to be had for the asking. We can, by 
acquiescence, be at peace with the world. ‘‘ When the 
strong man armed keepeth his palace, his goods are 
in peace.” So the Devil keeps his peace. It is the 
peace of surrender, of stagnation, of defeat. This 
is the peace which our Lorp came to shatter. It is 
the peace that He loathes. He comes to send a sword 
into those who harbour this peace. 

And such a peace we might possess to-day, if we had 
so chosen. We might be in perfect peace. No mothers 
would be weeping over those who will never come back 
to be the joy of their eyes. No poor little sailor middies 
might be lying drowned in the North Sea. There might 
be no terrible toll of dead officers day by day rehearsed 
in our ears. We should be at Peace: and out of our 
privileged Peace, we should be looking to see the night 
red with fire from burning Belgian villages : and we 
might almost hear the thunder of the two hundred 
guns that have broken Antwerp in pieces. And we 
might be picturing the panic-stricken peasants, 
flying from desolated homes, with the sword and the 
flame behind them, and famine before them. We 
might be welcoming outraged and starving crowds. 
And we should be untouched and unharmed, in Peace. 
Only we should understand at what price we had 
purchased that Peace. It is bad enough to be so 
helpless to save this murdered people. But what if 
we had to confess also to them that we had forsworn 
our word to them in their hour of need? Mlle. Coppin, 
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the Belgian poetess, tells us in the touching little 
Essay contributed to Commonwealth how every Belgian 
child, whether in Convent or State School, grew up 
in the conviction that the Belgian Army would never 
have to fight for more than two days, because on the 
third day the English Fleet sailed in, and disposed of 
any foreign foe who had violated their neutrality. So 
simple, so deep their trust! If we had won peace by 
betraying their confidence, would that have been a 
peace that we could have brought under Gon’s eyes ? 
Could we have invoked the blessing on it of the Prince 
of Peace? ‘‘O Lorp Curist, who brought Good- 
will to men, look down and make Thine own this Peace 
that is called by Thy Name”! No! Curist loves 
Peace: but it must be a Peace that carries its own 
honour with it. And if there is no way of retaining 
that honour, when attacked, but by fighting for it, 
then, for the sake of peace, we must fight. We could 
not love fair peace so much, “ Loved we not honour 
more.” In this our present emergency, the case is 
singularly clear. There was no other possible way of 
fulfilling our pledge to the little country, but by war. 
We had no alternative. We had no choice of weapons, 
or of occasion, or of method. It was war: or dishonour. 
So far, then, it can be said to fall under the sanction of 
that War, which is Gop’s War against wrong. 

But, then, alas! how dismally unworthy and inade- 
quate is the form which such a war as this of ours 
takes? What a war it is! How desperately crude 
are its weapons at this level! How rude and savage 
are its methods! It is materialized. It is crowded 
with savage accidents, that are governed by no 
spiritual law, and cannot be brought under the cate- 
gories of righteousness. A war, fought under such 
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carnal conditions, has no scales by which to measure 
out its right and its wrong. It strikes down the 
innocent with the guilty. It has no means of dis- 
tinguishing them. There are no grades, no distinctions, 
in the solid rough block that is named ‘“‘ The Enemy.” 
Whatever the personal irresponsibilities, whatever the 
ethical differences, the crashing blow must fall on all 
alike. It has but one purpose—to break or kill all it 
can reach. Sweet homes, and delicate women, and 
tender children, must suffer all that the blind chance 
of war may inflict. Bullets may strike anybody. 
Flames have no eyes. They burn good and bad alike, 
with impartial fury. No Gop’s War—this! And, 
then, how swiftly the rout of Camp-followers swarm 
into the ranks of the most righteous armies—rage, 
cruelty, passion, the lust of blood, the fury of revenge, 
the heat of hate! These get into play, even when the 
main motives are purest. How swiftly our conscience 
deteriorates under the stress of battle! How terribly 
soon we feel the war-temper possess us! We, our- 
selves, here at home in quiet, are scandalized at our- 
selves—at the things that we so easily tolerate, at the 
savageries to which we have learned to conform, at 
the slaughters in which we find ourselves rejoicing. 
The Deborah in us, just by being so sure of its righteous 
Cause, rapidly begins to overlook the doubtful deeds 
done by those who come, from this side or from that, 
to the help of the Lorp against the mighty. We regret 
Jael and her tent-peg and hammer. But, after all, it 
is a great thing that Sisera lies there dead, with that 
thing through his temples. We wish it had been done 
by some better way: but she meant well. And it is 
all to the good. It falls within the scope of the blessing. 
We sweep it in, with a rush of inspiration. “ Blessed 
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be Jael, the Kenite!’”’ We know it is all wrong. Yet 
do not you and I discover ourselves to be very lenient 
to any Jaels who, without our asking, turn up on our 
side? Any allies are good enough. We do not ask too 
much what it is that brings them in. They are all 
grist to the mill. 

I am shocked to recognize myself approving acts 
that I should normally detest. I loathe bombs, until 
I succeed in throwing them. A submarine seems to 
me a piece of devilish craftiness when it sends our 
poor fellows in the cruisers to the bottom: but it 
seems to me the symbol of the most glorious courage 
and skill, when it strikes a German destroyer under the 
guns of Emden. The natural conscience is dislocated. 
I read quite calmly, and with gentle satisfaction, the 
assurances of the Press that the losses of the enemy 
were most gratifying. This is the war- temper. 
Such a temper is an outrage against man, a sin 
against Gop. It is under the curse of Curist. It 
puts His Cross to an open shame. We dare not 
identify such a temper as this, with the War of Gop 
which CurisT leads out to victory. For, in the War 
of Gop, there is no temper bred of war, created by 
war. If war “brings out the noblest that is in us” 
that is only if we bring it with us ; if it is there already, 
only waiting to be brought out. All that has value 
in the soldier belongs to peace. It is peace that has 
made it in him. Character, motive, will, conscience— 
these are all creations of peace. And in war he has 
only to show what he has become while he was at 
peace. That is why the Bible sets so high a value on 
war. It acts as a judgment. It forces out the secret 
thing that the man has been all along in peace. It 
compels peace to yield its secrets. So the soldier has 
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only to put out the qualities that are his already. And 
if he has already been a good citizen, he will show him- 
self to be the right sort of soldier. He will be the 
better soldier, the more he loves the ideals of peace. 
Sir Francis Doyle’s immortal Private of the Buffs 
stands firm in the terrible hour because he recalls the 
cherry-blossom in the orchards of his Kentish home. 
That which made him a lover of home kept him true 
under the murderous guns. Tennyson’s soldier fights 
in the strength of his thought for wife and children : 


“ Thy face across his fancy comes 
And gives the battle to his hand. 
One moment while the trumpets blow 
He sees his brood about thy knee. 
The next like fire he meets the foe, 
And strikes him dead for thine and thee.”’ 


Wordsworth’s Happy Warrior is wholly the same 
in the hour of crisis that he had been when no note 
of peril had sounded : 


“ But who, if he be called upon to face 
Some awful moment to which Heaven has joined 
Great issues, good or bad for human kind, 
Is happy as a lover; and attired 
With sudden brightness like a man inspired : 
And through the heart of conflict keeps the law 
In calmness made, and sees what he foresaw.” 


It is peace that makes the true soldier : and war does 
nothing but put this to the proof. The better Christian, 
therefore, the man has been, the better soldier he will 
be. Nothing more is wanted of a soldier than to be a 
good Christian. Otherwise, of course, it would never 
be right for a Christian to become a soldier. And this 
is possible, because a soldier is, by the force of the 
term, one who does not live or act for his own, for him- 
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self. He cannot be a soldier, and be on his own. He 
only becomes a soldier when he is “socialized” : 
when he is acting on behalf of others: when he is the 
representative of a Fellowship for the welfare of which 
he is responsible. If he were acting for himself, he 
would be a brigand and a murderer. Private warfare 
is a public crime. No soldier is a soldier who engages 
in warfare on his own account. If he ever lapses into 
this freebooting, he ceases to be a soldier : and is shot, 
for looting and murdering, by his own generals. This 
is why it is so stupid and meaningless to call a soldier 
a murderer. That is the one thing that he cannot be. 
No! As a soldier, he must be representative. He 
cannot be merely serving his own interest. He is 
resisting evil, not because he has been smitten on the 
cheek, but because somebody else has. He may be 
perfectly willing to turn the other cheek himself, or to 
give his cloak to someone who has taken his coat. He 
may possess the complete temper required by the 
Sermon on the Mount. And yet the problem has not 
begun. It begins only when he has to say what he will 
do when somebody else is robbed of his coat, or cuffed 
on the head. Here is an actual wrong done. Is he to 
tolerate it? If the wrong is such chat it would, if 
tolerated, lower the conscience of mankind, and vitiate 
its honour, then it may not be tolerated: it is to be 
resisted tooth and nail. And the soldier who gives 
himself to that resistance might be the most unselfish 
man alive, for whom the Sermon on the Mount had no 
terrors, and whose sole standard was the Cross of 
CurRIsT. He resists, not as an. individual fighting for 
his own existence: but as a guardian of the weak 
members in the Fellowship of man. So, too, the Com- 
munity that resists wrong does it, not to preserve its 
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own individual existence, but to secure the corporate 
life and conscience of the Fellowship of Nations. 
Fighting to secure that Fellowship, it is always fighting 
for the sake of the general peace. 

So we draw towards conclusions. It is not resist- 
ance, as such, that constitutes our difficulty: for 
there is a resistance against evil of which CHRIST is 
the embodiment and the champion. This resistance 
comes into play whenever evil menaces or invades the 
interior will. A Nation is but expressing this divine 
resistance to evil on its own earthly plane, when it 
sets itself to repel and defeat a wrong that would 
vitiate and corrupt its capacity for honourable living 
in the Fellowship of Peoples. For the sake of securing 
the common peace in which all Peoples contribute to 
a general life, it may have to war. So far, it is in tune 
with Gop’s own War. 

-But, then, the level at which it fights is horribly 
carnal. It is bound to be crude: and rough: and 
reckless. It cannot keep the fine distinctions between 
right and wrong. It smites with a blind, hard sword : 
and beneath its cruel stroke, the innocent suffer with 
the guilty. However just in its main motive, it is, 
inevitably, unjust in detail. Its outlines are hopelessly 
blurred: its conscience blunted: its ethical values 
wrecked. All kinds of base and savage motives get 
astir: and these spread ruin. Mechanical forces are 
called into action, which are wholly heedless of right 
and wrong. Such a war carries with it that which is 
an outrage on the Name of Gop, a disgrace to the 
honour of humanity. It cries to Heaven, to end its 
intolerable shame. All this we must assert unflinch- 
ingly. We must loathe it, just because it is sucha 
miserable caricature of the Holy War of which it is the 
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symbol. It disgraces and dishonours its profession, 
its prototype. That is why we protest against it. 
Only the very indignation and sorrow of our protest 
will drive us, through the bitterness of our tears, to 
look into the very heart of the dreadful facts, and to 
see whether this terrifying turmoil can really be the 
last word, the ultimate and central secret. So looking, 
closer and closer, with the eyes of that apostolic 
prophet of the Apocalypse, and piercing with him, by 
the inspiration of the Spirit, to that which is within 
and behind all the wild and stormy scene, we shall see, 
central, dominant, and supreme, not Hate but Love, 
not War but Peace, not the cruel Adversary, but a LAMB 
slain. A Lamp is on the Throne, after all. Everything 
yields to that. Nothing has escaped that rule and 
control. Wraths, Judgments, Invasions, Plagues, 
Ruins, Wars—these all work under a prevailing pur- 
pose that makes for the divine Peace. They all pass 
under the Lamp. They all end in the Lams. They 
all are bent to serve His purpose—they all must find 
themselves, at last, interpreted, and justified by the 
Cross of Jesus Curist. His Gentleness, His Meekness, 
are stronger than the strong. His Love is more master- 
ful than the tyrannies of wrong. It will break them at 
last like a potter’s vessel. It will bruise them in pieces 
under a rod of iron. That Love holds in it the power 
of final victory. It will burn the chariots with fire. 
They shall shrivel and perish in the flame of the Wrath 
of the Lams. Peace is the last word of Gop. It all 
works out towards the Day when they shall not hurt 
or destroy in all My Holy Mountain, saith the Lorp. 
This is the Secret at the heart of things. This Secret 
can never fail to come to its own. The LAMB is on the 
Throne. Clinging to this ultimate and central core 
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of reality, we can just hold on, by the mercy of Gop, 
through all the disgraces of the evil Day. We are 
inside that secret, even now, just so far as we fight 
for no other necessity or motive whatever, but the 
honour of the Peace in which Gop wills all men to live 
with one another: just so far as we seek nothing but 
peace as the one imperative conclusion of the whole 
matter : just so far as we carry into our warfare, and 
retain under its strain, the temper that is created in 
peace, and allow no war-passion to becloud our con- 
science, or brutalize our instinct : just so far as we still 
love those whom we are fighting, and desire nothing 
more than to be reconciled and at peace with them, 
in the blessed bonds of human brotherhood: just so 
far as we believe man’s life to be made for peace, and 
not war: to be intelligible only in peace: to be miser- 
able until it find peace: to be so created that peace, 
in the common fellowship, is its very food, its breath, 
its nature, its hope, its joy. This is the truth that 
holds the earth together, and hangs the heaven over 
our heads. The Lamp is on the Throne. We can hold 
to that, in the thick of the horror and the shame: 
and nurse in our souls, even as we fight, the secret of 
His Peace. 


IV 
THE WAR—A WAR OF IDEAS 


PROFESSOR ROYCE, in a book on War and Insurances, 
has given us a picture, which vividly exhibits the 
Problem of War. He imagines a great Angel with 
power to break in for one moment on these warring 
hosts, and to compel them to stay their bloody hands, 
while it bids each man, now fighting his foe, to give up 
hating his neighbour, and, instead, to begin loving 
him. Having given his message and departed, what 
would happen? The two Armies would at once return 
to the fight. And why? Because they would not 
feel that the appeal was relevant. It did not touch 
the point. The War does not vitally concern itself 
with the loves and hates of the neighbour. It is no 
personal and individual affair. These separate German 
soldiers do not hate these separate English over 
against them. They have never asked whether they 
hated each other, or not. That was not the matter 
before them. They had never met each other. There 
was no reason why they should hate or love. They 
might hate some, and love others. And still, they 
would be fighting. Even if having hated each other, 
individually, they, now, in obedience to the great 
Angel, took to loving each other, still they would go on 
fighting. Why? Because it is not a war of individuals 
at all: itis a clash of Communities. Civilization builds 
28 
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up stronger and vaster Communities than ever before. 
And these Communities develop special interests which 
become more and more absorbing. Into these Com- 
munities men pour their full loyalty: and dedicate 
themselves to the furtherance of the common interests. 
And, then, these interests overlap: or collide. One 
Community finds itself challenged, curtailed, con- 
fined, choked by another. And there is no getting 
away from it. The situation drives them against 
one another. One or other must go to the wall: 
or resist with all its might. So there is war. And, 
if war, then it is not the low and savage element 
in men which is engaged in the strife. For he throws 
into this loyalty to his Community all that is highest 
and best in him. And the interest, which he serves, 
is not greed or ambition or lust or anger, but the 
entire sum of his civilized powers, bent on some social 
ideal to which the life of the beloved Community 
might attain. He cannot go back on this ideal: he 
cannot surrender without surrendering his noblest self. 

Take the present issue. What is at stake? A 
Community of vast power and significance claims to be 
exclusive—claims to be worth more than all the 
rest. Now, this ideal is one which we vehemently 
deny. For an exclusive Community—a Community 
that claims rights for itself that it denies to others 
—is, for us, a contradiction in terms. It cannot 
demand this special value for its own peculiar 
interests without allowing others to set their own 
value on what is felt to be their characteristic contri- 
bution. Each values its own: but no one can require 
of the others that they should accept its valuation of 
what they have to offer. No one can be judge in his 
own cause. No nation can stand up and say, “I 
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adjudge my own private interests to be so much more 
valuable to the human race than all you can bring, 
that you must surrender your own characteristic 
qualities, and accept mine.” An individual who said 
that would be laughed out of court : and a Community 
is open to exactly the same ridicule. Nationality 
can never be used as a principle, unless it sanctions 
all nations alike. That is the extraordinary blunder 
of the German claim that their Ideal of Culture is so 
specially precious that it must cancel all other ideals. 
For it does not assert its culture as cosmopolitan in 
character—as the culture that befits humanity at 
large. On the contrary, it lays the stress on its being 
Teutonic: that is, on its being partial: racial: special : 
national. But, if it is Teutonic, then, it cannot be 
universal: it cannot be international: it cannot be 
more than a contribution to a larger and manifold 
whole: and by the same right that it attributes sig- 
nificance to its Teutonism, it asserts the existence of the 
worth of other distinctive elements that are necessary 
to the full integrity of mankind. 

A Nation, by being what it is, then involves a Fellow- 
ship of Nations. By confessing itself a Nation, it 
recognizes itself as part of a larger whole: as a con- 
tributory to the fulness of Humanity. Out of the 
united contributions, the stature is to be attained. 
And such a Fellowship, at once, creates ethical relation- 
ships between the partners. No Nation can be outside 
the obligation which the Fellowship imposes. Inter- 
national ethics are the expression of what this Fellow- 
ship involves. Each member of the Fellowship cannot 
be what he is without respecting the honour, the 
claims, the rights of the other members, to be free to 
make their own special contributions. If speciality has 
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worth in any one case, it has worth in all. The smallest 
Communities, so far as they possess a speciality, are 
equally sacrosanct as the biggest. Their identity, 
their history, their interest, their temper, their culture, 
so precious and so dear to the people themselves, can 
never be overridden, or denied, or cancelled, by 
the superior force of some other national ideal than 
their own, without a sin against the very being of the 
Fellowship. They have their own right to equal 
opportunity. They are equally free, with all the rest, 
to be themselves. Freedom then, is the correlative 
of Fellowship. The Fellowship prohibits any im- 
position of an alien ideal on any people from with- 
out. Each Community must be free to be what it is, 
for so alone does it share in the Fellowship. The 
Domination, or enforced Ascendancy, of any one 
separate National Culture over another, is a viola- 
tion, in the name of Nationality, of the principle of 
Nationality. 

So far,so good. If we stood firmly to this, most wars 
would be abolished. The individual obligation to 
love your neighbour would have been carried up to 
become the obligation of the Communities to honour 
and love one another. But this hope of the Fellowship 
of Nations would be lost if its first principle were 
allowed to be denied. And we, therefore, are forced 
to fight to the death any Community which so out- 
rages it. This is the motive force in a great modern 
war, as we know it. We have got far away from 
anything that can be covered by the question of 
individual love and hate. Indeed, the better two 
Communities may like each, or be akin to each other, 
the more irritating becomes the friction over diver- 
gent policies and ideals. Two friends can easily be 
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more acutely vexed at differing from one another, 
than two foes. But all this is subordinate to the 
imperative fact, that, apart from and beyond all per- 
sonal considerations of this kind, it is the whole 
issue of Civilization itself which is at stake. And, as 
Professor Royce points out, that is why Civilization, 
as such, does not obviously tend to get away from war, 
but rather strengthens and enlarges and intensifies 
the range and scale of the collisions. It is not a matter 
of outgrowing a savage instinct. On the contrary, the 
wars which the civilized instincts will, under these 
conditions, stimulate and provoke, will be far more 
deliberate, prolonged, immense, and determined than 
the old wars prompted by gusts of passion or revenge 
or ambition. Civilization, as we see it, provides ever- 
growing materials and motives for worse and vaster 
wars, into which, not the evil only, but the good in 
man is deeply drawn. So the Professor suggests. 
And does not this help to explain what is so staggering 
in the dreadful expansion of war which we have 
lived to see? The ghastly thing, that ought to be 
dropping away from us—since we ceased from the 
habits of the fighting life, and no longer walk about the 
earth in swashbuckler armour, and have adopted 
kindly drab clothes and unalarming hats—has grown, 
with our growth of peace, into terrifying dimensions, 
and is absorbing, far more than ever, our wealth and 
our attention. Our Civilization, far from killing out 
war, has served to breed it. 

The problem is, then, far more serious and compli- 
cated than the ethics of individual conduct can handle. 
We have got to discover the moral laws that should 
govern the relations of Community to Community: and, 
again, should determine the obligations of the individual 
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whose highest life lies in free and delicate loyalty to his 
Community. No easy task! But,at least, we can begin 
by saying this. The Community which can claim 
the loyalty of the individual conscience must itself be 
ethical. It must make its appeal to the conscience. It 
cannot claim his allegiance, and yet profess to stand 
outside all moral obligations towards other Communi- 
ties, with interests of their own. And, indeed, its 
very claim to the right of self-assertion at once imposes 
upon it certain ethical limitations. For the ground 
on which it makes its own claim is one which must 
justify other Communities equally, the unity of the 
Fellowship. 

But this is precisely the ideal which the Teutonic 
ideal refuses to allow. It denies the primary condi- 
tions on which the possibility of a Fraternity of Nations 
depends. 

Here, then, is a conflict, a collision of ideals. The 
antagonism is real, deep, vital, and ultimate. No 
man, holding either of these ideals, can yield to the 
other, without betraying the cause to which he has 
committed all that is highest in him. 

This, then, is a war that cannot be shirked: it 
is a war that must be fought out to the bitter 
end. But then who are the real combatants in 
such a war? And with what weapons ought it to be 
fought ? 

Well, it is, as we see, a war of ideas—a clash of 
ideals. No doubt, these ideals take flesh and blood 
in the individuals composing the two Communi- 
ties. But, for all that, it is ridiculous to identify 
the two. 

The individual, regarded as an embodiment of the 
Idea, is an abstraction: he is not the real concrete 
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individual who eats and drinks and laughs and marries 
and loves and lives and dies. 

As the writer of those profound first Articles in the 
‘Times Literary Supplement ’’ pleaded, none of us 
are actually that Englishman whom the German 
hates: nor is any real living German house-father the 
fiend whom we paint in the lurid colours supplied 
to us by Bernhardi or Treitschke. Both armies in 
Northern France would explode with laughter if 
they really saw each other, individually, as they are. 

The contrast between the ideal Englishman of the 
German’s hate, and the actual ‘‘ Tommy,’ would 
be too ludicrous to resist : as, again, would the con- 
trast between the German of a frenzied Bernhardi 
nightmare, and the kindly, human-hearted, sausage- 
lover of whom we had become aware. The German 
and the Englishman who are in collision with one 
another are not human: they are idealized, abstract 
types. 

They are none the less real for that: only their 
reality is in the region of ideas. But, then, why 
not carry on the fight in the world of ideas? Why 
confuse the types with the actual individuals: and 
whack away, with bullets and bayonets, at the unhappy 
flesh and blood which is not your real foe at all, but a 
thing that you can love with all your heart? This 
cannot be the true method by which ideal antagonisms 
ought to fight out their differences. 

This is the terrible blunder of war which makes it so 
absurd, and so cruel, and so barbarous. It is a horrible 
caricature of the real war, which ought never to have 
tried to fight its fight out at this false level and with 
these distorting means. Therefore our whole effort, for 
the future, must lie in carrying the War up on to a 
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level more adequate and fitting. It is war, still. It 
must be. . 

The Communities have reached a point in their 
development where their antagonistic conceptions 
of their own best interests do, practically, enter into 
material collision. The racial ideals have taken actual 
substantial shape in some material action, and are 
putting out real energies which conflict with one 
another, and cannot compromise. It is no use to say 
“Love one another and you won't collide.” They 
may love one another individually and heartily : 
and, for that very reason, are the more violently 
sensitive to their radical and inherent antagonism. 
That antagonism can only yield to a_ stronger 
force. 

But why should the force be physical or material ? 
The Ideals that need its application are not physical 
or material: they are ideal and moral. They can be 
sensitive to the reality of moral and ideal force. For 
there is such a force felt in its own domain. We are 
all of us aware of it in our own Societies. These put 
out compelling force, which we instinctively obey, 
without any Police coming into actual play. Do you 
say, We only obey because the Policeman is there 
somewhere in reserve? What a monstrous libel on 
ourselves ! 

The Policeman can only come into play, because 
he is the symbol and expression of the authority 
which gives him power to act: and that authority 
itself is the force which he merely serves to dis- 
charge. 

It is not the Policeman who gives force to the 
moral authority of the State over us, but the 
moral authority of the State which lends its force out 
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to the Policeman. Read Lindsay’s Paper on “ War 
against War ” in the Oxford Papers, and you will never 
blunder about this point again. The State rests on 
force: and that force is moral. But, if so, then we need 
not despair of seeing the Community of States, the 
Fellowship of the Nations, putting out force to establish 
its verdicts. 

Do we really mean that, in the thick of this appalling 
clash of armed millions, we can seriously fall back on 
the meagre and ineffectual memories of the Hague, 
and on the stale mumblings of Arbitration Courts? 
Have we not had proof enough and to spare, of their 
abject futility ? Have they not been shown to have 
no coercive authority whatever, unless there is phy- 
sical force behind it? I greatly doubt it. The appeal 
to the Hague Conventions has been made, over and 
over again, even while the fight has been fiercest. 
There is a strong desire to prove that the Agreements 
made have been kept. And have they not been 
jealously kept, by every combatant except one? 
Germany, alone, stands off from this submission to the 
accepted Rules. And, surely, the one thing that we 
trust this war to end is this particular attitude of 
Teutonism. Germany must enter into the Comity of 
Nations: and to enter that Comity is to assume the 
authority of an International Moral Code, governing 
the Fellowship, and expressing its compelling Will. 
This is the great conclusion to the War, for which we 
strive, for which we pray. That is the supreme con- 
dition of an adequate and worthy Peace. America 
took occasion from the War, not to belittle the work of 
the Hague but to magnify it. It rehearsed again its 
belief in a public and permanent Court of Arbitration 
to which all issues dividing the Nations should be 
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brought, before war could be justified. And it is 
remarkable how, in the heat of the present struggle, 
both sides have made urgent appeals to the American 
conscience: and have felt it imperative to win justi- 
fication before that Bar. America, by standing neutral, 
has embodied the International Judgment, and this 
judgment has counted for much. Germany, the 
Germany which repudiates international morality, has 
nevertheless spent special and organized pains to win 
from this symbolic Bar a favourable verdict. 

War, then, has not blotted out the work done 
towards the creation of general Courts of Arbitration 
and Appeal. On the contrary, it has borne eloquent 
witness to its significance. And as the War exhausts 
itself, and we feel the full weight of its terrific waste, 
its wreckage, its sterility, its stupidity : as we stagger 
under the tremendous burden of its debts, and groan 
under the social and industrial misery which it will 
leave behind it, to crush the peoples for years and 
years who come under its blind oppression: as the bitter 
cry of “ Never again’’ rises in importunate passion 
from the very soul of our souls: as we finally drop the 
sword convicted of its folly and its sin, and feel about 
for that which will meet our sore need: what is there 
that can offer itself to take the place of this condemned 
and discarded horror, except a Tribunal of the Federated 
Nations of the World, the authorized expression of 
their public Fellowship, the Guardian of their Honour, 
the Arbitrator of their Intercourse? The hope of the 
Hague Conventions has not been in vain. Its witness 
has, even now, strength to survive and to tell, in spite 
of all the tumult of the War. And, at the close, it will 
remain as the one point of vantage from which a start 
forward can be made: the one standing effort which 
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it will be worth while to carry further. And, as all 
worn and torn hearts turn thitherward, it will not be 
forgotten that the Tsar of all the Russias, at the head 
of hosts that have brought us to peace, is the sworn 
advocate and author of this special endeavour on 
behalf of an International Conscience and an Ethic of 
Humanity. 


Vv 
FAITH IN PROVIDENCE 


Fairy in personal Providence is hard hit just now. 
What a wild welter of chances we seem to be looking 
at! Shells go shrieking and clashing: machine guns 
grind out death : bullets sing their wicked way along : 
and all is blind: mechanical: heartless: imhuman. 
The brute metal knows no difference, whether it buries 
itself in stupid mire: or tears the bodies of a score of 
breathing, living men to pieces. It is all a mad fluke. 
Here is a man who laughs as time after time the lead 
whisks past him, missing him by a hair-breadth: 
nothing can hit him. A shell bursts at his feet : and 
he gets up covered with the debris, but unhurt. And, 
by his side, lies the boy who joined the ranks yesterday, 
and is struck dead by the first bullet that he has ever 
heard fired—before he has had time to forget the look 
of his mother’s face, as they parted. It is an orgy of 
insane disorder. Life is delivered over to accident : 
it is a gamble: a game of reckless hazard: a toss of 
the coin: a freak. There can be no account given why 
this man stands and that man falls: why this man is 
saved by a miracle: and that man is flung away for 
nothing. And, then, there are the awful masses 
mowed down by some pitiless hail of shrapnel. And 
the very numbers wreck every rational calculation, 
every attempt to conceive what laws may regulate 
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their metallic carnage. And how are we to lift our 
hearts, in this cruel hubbub, and listen to a voice that 
is still saying amid the maddening uproar, “ Fear not, 
little flock! Are not five sparrows sold for a farthing, 
_ and your heavenly FATHER feedeth them? Ye are of 
more value than many sparrows? Verily! the hairs 
of your head are all numbered’”’? So He says, CHRIST 
Jesus, our Master. It is a staggering challenge. What 
can we make of it ? 

And, first, we must reduce the scale of the thing, so 
as to bring it in within our compass. The matter is 
presented to us in such enormous bulk that it over- 
comes our imagination. It is not so much reason that 
fails: but, rather, imagination which is boggled. It 
cannot take in the numbers. It is stunned by the vast 
noise. Itis staggered by the sheer quantity of material. 
And, so, it betrays our reason. It refuses to bring it 
the expected support. Instead of offering itself to’ 
reason as an ally, it intensifies the confusion by panic. 
It pours in its huddled impressions, like broken masses 
of refugees flying back upon the befriending army, 
and shattering its ranks. It prohibits reason from 
rallying to its defence. It sweeps it down in the 
avalanche of its dismay. So often this is the case in 
our modern perplexities. Science and History deal, 
now, with such stupendous distances, with such appall- 
ing ranges of time and space, that we crumple up in 
our imaginative outlook, and surrender wholesale, 
before our rational faculties have had time to get to 
work upon the problem. We know the same difficulty 
so well in facing the gigantic swarms in our great 
cities. We lose our heads, because the imagination 
cannot keep level with its task of distinguishing them. 
Yet, of course, the mere multitude of repetitions of the 


Faith in Providence Al 


same problem does not add to its perplexity. The 
problem of the relation of one soul to GoD is as great 
in the one case, as in a million. 

So now, in our present emergency, let us abandon 
the wide and paralysing outlook over these warring 
armies, and retreat within our own simple soul- 
experience. What do we find there in this matter of 
Providence? Whatever it is, it will hold in it the 
secret that is at work in all the immeasurable lives 
which we can only gaze at from outside, and which, 
from outside, are so dreadfully unintelligible. What 
do we make of Providence within our own selves, each 
alone? Does Gop see me? Does He single me out ? 
Does He watch about my path, and count my steps, 
and spy out all my ways? Am I aware of Him at my 
right hand? Does He follow me about: and guide, 
and uphold, and succour ? Can I trace Him in action ? 
Do I feel His hand, hear His voice? Have I, indeed, 
a FATHER, and does He care for His child? If He is 
this to me, then I can believe that He is the same to 
others. What should I say? 

Well! my life, in its own small way, is just as 
subject to chance, to mechanical law, to blind accident, 
to the jostle of circumstance, as these soldiers’ lives 
out there in the War. They are not so vividly 
dramatic with me as with them: I am toddling 
along a more humdrum road: there is nothing 
adventurous or startling about it. But this only 
makes the pressure of the unbending circumstances 
upon me and the dominion of accidental materials 
more obvious and engrossing. All this invasion of the 
heedless environment is allowed to bear upon me with 
its full weight, carrying with it, often, evils that others 
are spared, mischances that the man next me escapes. 


42 So as by Fire 


I fall sick: and he does not. Or he has the ’Flu just 
when it most cruelly damages his chances: and I slip 
past unhit, for no reason at all that I can see. Some- 
body else tumbles into a lucky advantage: I fall 
encumbered under someone else’s mishaps, for which 
no one is responsible. So it all goes on: and the entire 
mechanism grinds out its results. Nothing is can- 
celled: or prohibited: or stayed. But, yet, I am 
never left quite powerless under the invasion of Cir- 
cumstance. Something within is found to be astir. 
A force is always to be found, to be evoked, if I will, 
which will prove itself just sufficient to meet the 
immediate situation. I am never left a mere prey to 
these accidents, unless I betray my succours by fear. 
I can count on that which will see me through. This 
force, which is my ally, will make something of each 
incoming incident. It will counter it. It will turn it 
to use. It will change its direction. It will react 
against its impact. It will transform its significance. 
It will transfigure it from an adverse attack into a help- 
ful boon. So the reaction tells on my behalf. And 
always the environment admits this allowance for my 
personal equation. Always it accepts some change 
to be worked in recognition of my individual need. 
So that I am never wholly unaccounted for: never 
wholly ignored. The fact that I am here receives 
consideration. All this is brought about by the power 
that is for ever working for my good, from minute to 
minute, meeting the stress of the situation by a 
counter-force, which is strong enough to adapt and to 
create, and so to secure me my opportunity of life in 
the thick of the encompassing accidents. 

Now, this is the evidence that I have of a Providence 
which is numbering my hairs. There is that which, 
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amid the sum of things, without traversing or with- 
holding the pressure of natural circumstance upon 
me, yet always enables me to survive, if I will: to turn 
the moment to account: to come through bettered, 
rather than worsened. I can throw myself back on 
this accompanying Power with perfect security: 
sure that no moment will arrive at which I shall be 
wholly beaten, no crisis which will not yield some- 
thing to my demands upon it. And, in this, in my 
own personal experience, I recognize the touch of my 
FATHER’S hand. 

And, then, I look away from my own personal experi- 
ence, and ask whether it was not after this method and 
fashion that the Goodwill of the FATHER followed the 
steps of His Blessed Son through His earthly life. 
What our Lorp is conscious of, is a continuous Presence 
which never leaves Him alone, and is ever active for 
Him, as each emergency arises. On certain special 
occasions, this perpetual Presence, this Providence, 
gives direct and unusual signs of its power: and these 
“ miracles ’’ correspond to what we know in our lives 
as special Providences: moments at which the Hand 
of Gop seems visibly put out on our behalf and then 
withdrawn. But these special acts are but passing 
signals of the continuous underlying force that never 
ceases its activity. And these signals become fewer 
and fewer, as the Lorp’s Life advances and darkens. 
He Himself repudiates the need of them on His own 
behalf in the Temptation. Rather, let the whole mass 
and volume of external and accidental laws proceed 
unchecked, and unqualified! Let every evil chance, 
that is natural, befall him! Let men’s wicked wills 
do their worst ! Let the course of His career be deter- 
mined by no fixed plan of His own, or of the FATHER’S, 
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but simply by what the Rulers and the Priests counsel 
against Him! Providence accepts the initiative of 
men, the accidents of the environing circumstance, 
the changes and the chances of the human world, into 
which the Son has been thrown. All these chance 
events, which man’s own wickedness creates, shall 
be taken as elements in the determined counsel and 
foreknowledge of Gop. The Divine Plan suffers itself 
to take any shape which our sin prescribes for it. No 
legion of angels shall intervene. No Hand shall be 
put out to stave off the evil impact. Man shall be left 
free to put out his enmity against the Son: nor shall he 
be withheld from stripping Him bare, and nailing Him 
to a tree, and taking His blood, and putting Him toa 
shameful and cruel death. Circumstance is left to be 
what it is. Only, from Within, the Son can draw upon 
the FaTHER’s Providence, so that He has spiritual 
strength to transfigure the entire circle of shame and 
suffering into a pure and perfect offering, into a pre- 
vailing sacrifice, by the Power of the Will which, by 
accepting the worst, forces it to become the best—by 
taking upon Himself that which would be a Curse, 
turns its very horror into a pledge of Love, into a 
redemptive Act of Oblation, into a sacrament of 
Communion, between Himself and His FATHER. The 
Providence of Gon, so acting through the Will of the 
SON, subdues every fragment of the adverse circum- 
stance, so that man’s wicked hands are made to be 
themselves the instruments by which the materials 
for achieving the Divine Purpose are provided. So 
the succouring Hand never fails. And, even in the 
black darkness of the night that fell on Calvary, the 
Purpose held good, the Son was safe in the FATHER’S 
keeping, and every hair on His Head was numbered. 
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Can we not conceive Providence in this shape ? 
We cannot stretch our little minds so that they can 
conceive Gop determining the plan and shape of our 
lives beforehand: but we can see and realize how 
He follows along with us, step by step, and, at 
every moment, when it arrives, secures for us that 
the passing accidental circumstance, whatever it be, 
shall be forced to serve the plan and purpose 
with which He has made us for Himself. We can 
realize that, at each moment, as it arrives, we are 
not left to be the prey of the sum of mechanical 
forces acting upon us, but that, without their being 
changed or diminished, a something more than their 
entire sum is brought into play, enough to enable us 
to put them to our use, instead of our surrendering to 
their enslaving tyranny. Room and meaning have been 
found for us, so that we count still for something : 
and can secure our own life’s significance : and can yet 
move toward our own sufficing goal. We may get 
from Bergson a picture of what we mean. He has 
taught us how the passing moment is never the mere 
result of the forces behind it, but is always a creative 
change wrought upon the whole sum of the accumulative 
Past. As the result of the Past passes on into the new 
moment, it has always received something additional : 
it has always suffered a sea-change. It is become 
something more than the entire Past can quite account 
for. So we, too, under any pressure which the shock 
of events can bring down upon us, have always a 
spring of initiative spontaneity secured to us by the 
Will of our FATHER, by which we can compel the situ- 
ation whatever it be, to minister to that Purpose with 
which Gop has created us for Himself. Thus the 
Purpose of the FATHER never fails. It verifies itself 
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by reiterated subdual of each chance or accident to 
our good service, to our discipline, to our training, to 
our purging, to our edification, to our peace, to our 
joy. And if each one of us can discover this sure work- 
ing of the Divine Providence within the range of our 
own experiences, then let us be quite sure that the 
like verification is open to every single individual soul 
of those innumerable swarms whose sheer multitude 
baffles our imagination. 

Do not say that we are reducing Providence to a 
desultory opportunism. The pre-determined purpose 
is fixed and resolute: only it makes its way good accord- 
ing to the varying and incidental materials that circum- 
stance contributes to its use. This is the way in which 
the Scriptural outlook combines the correlated elements. 
It supposes them to fuse into a single result, in the 
cardinal instance of the Incarnation. ‘‘ The things 
which Gop foreshewed by the mouth of all the prophets 
that CurisT should suffer, He thus fulfilled.” There 
is the deliberate intention. To send His Son into such 
a world as ours was to send Him to certain suffering 
and death. Yet Gop sends Him: to meet that inevit- 
able result. That counsel stands sure, and is unalter- 
ably fulfilled: but how? By those “who denied the 
Holy One and the Just, and asked for a murderer to be 
granted them, and killed the Prince of Life, whom they 
denied before Pilate.” The wickedness of man freely 
determines the particular form and colour which the 
fixed counsel takes on, so that it came about that 
“Herod and Pontius Pilate, with the Gentiles and 
Peoples of Israel, were gathered together against the 
Holy Servant Jesus, to do whatsoever Gop’s Hand 
and Counsel pre-ordained to come to pass.” Could 
anything be bolder than this identification of the 
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“My boy at school,” said a father of high intelligence 
the other day, ‘is asking, as all his fellows are, how 
and why it is that Gop, if He is what we are told, 
allows anything so horrible and savage as this War ? ” 
““ And I had to confess,”’ said the father, ‘“‘ that I had 
never heard of an answer to the question.” Now is 
not that strange ? Not the question, indeed: that is 
natural enough in all conscience: but that the boys 
should think that they had started it. And strangest of 
all that an intelligent man should never have heard of 
an answer that had been given to it. For the question 
of course is some three thousand years old. It was 
started at the very earliest beginning of the Religion 
which still is ours to-day. That Religion developed 
itself under the direct stimulus of this very problem. 
It carried it along from century to century: it found 
ever fresh expression in attempts to meet it: it grew 
to its highest point under the old Jewish Covenant in 
its supreme effort at its solution: and, finally, it 
culminated in a universal and ultimate response to its 
importunity, by which it took up the problem, not 
only as it presented itself to a single, select Race, but 
as it affected all Humanity. It offered an answer 
which would justify Gop’s good Name in face of all 
the full sum of pain, sorrow, cruelty, and death, which 
could ever be brought up in evidence against it. This 
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final Consummation of the problem we call Christianity. 
The manifestation of CHRIST, in His Cross and Passion, 
is nothing else than an answer to that special question. 
Yet the intelligent father of the boy had never heard 
that there was an answer in existence. 

Let us look a little closer into this long story. The 
boys at their Christian school had just reached the 
point at which the man who wrote the tale of Abraham 
began. They were puzzled and shocked afresh, as if 
no one had ever been puzzled and shocked before 
them, with the very inquiry which Abraham had been 
made to put up into the ears of Gop : outside the tent 
and looking over the Cities of the Plain, and wondering 
at the motives of the judgment that was decreed 
against their sin. Shall not the Judge of all the Earth 
do right? The Judgment might be right enough. 
But why was it to be so crude? so indifferent to the 
delicate demands of justice ? so blind in its blows? 
so unjustifiable in its accidental incidence? If it is 
going to be carried out through the medium of some 
vast physical eruption—some outburst of volcanic 
force—some stream of lava—how will it fitly corre- 
spond to the Goodness and Righteousness of Gop? It 
will kill the just, as freely as the unjust. Suppose there 
are fifty righteous men in Sodom, are they to be slain, 
in spite of their righteousness? Nay! even if there 
were but forty—would it be worthy of Gop ? or thirty, 
or twenty, or even ten ? 

So the problem started—the problem presented 
itself in the wrath that quenched in the Salt Sea the 
guilt of Gomorrah. For the moment it is put by. 
Abraham was reassured. Gop said: “I will not 
destroy it, for ten’s sake.’”’ And Abraham went his 
way. But the problem remained for all that. And 
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the devout Jew became ever more and more aware of 
it. He was always asking why is the earth allowed to 
be what it is? Why is it left alone by Gon, to suffer 
such dire injustice: to bow under such unremedied 
wrong: to lie stricken by so much undeserved pain: 
to be the pitiable prey of plague and violence and 
cruelty and slaughter? Why is Gop so little in evi- 
dence ? Why does He not rend the Heavens and come 
down ? Why is He a Gop who hides Himself ? How 
can He patiently tolerate this welter of evil? Why 
should the earth, if it be His earth, nevertheless be so 
full of darkness and cruel habitations? These were 
the questions that haunted pious Jews day and night, 
as they tossed through the weary hours on sleepless 
beds, under the stress of their perplexed broodings. 
We still rehearse their bitter cries every month, though 
with little result, so far as we can judge. Those boys 
had heard them time after time in their school chapel. 
That father knew them familiarly, almost by heart, 
though, apparently, he had never guessed that they 
were asking and trying to answer his question. Yet, 
surely, they are poignant enough: they might be 
expected to arrest attention. Listen to one of them: 


“T will cry unto Gop with my voice : even unto Gop will I 
cry with my voice: and He shall hearken unto me. 

“In the time of my trouble I sought the Lorp. My sore 
ran and ceased not in the night season. My soul refused com- 
fort. 

“When I am in heaviness, I will think upon Gop: when 
my heart is vexed, I will complain. 

“Thou holdest mine eyes waking. I am so feeble that I 
cannot speak. 

‘In the night I commune with my own heart, and search 
out my spirit. 

“ Will the Lorp absent Himself for ever ? And will He be 
no more entreated ? 
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“Tg His mercy clean gone for ever, and His promise come 
utterly to an end for evermore ? 

“ Hath Gop forgotten to be gracious, and will He shut up 
His loving kindness in displeasure ? ” 


Or here is another, who sees the world given over to 
savage insolence: to cruel wreck: to heartless de- 
solation: to triumphant wrong: 


‘‘O Gop, wherefore art Thou absent from us s0 long ? 
Why withdrawest Thou Thy hand ? 

“Why pluckest Thou not Thy right hand out of Thy bosom 
to consume the enemy ? 

Forget not the congregation of the poor for ever. 

“ © let not the simple go away ashamed. 

“ Arise, O Gop, maintain Thine own cause. 

“ Remember how the foolish man blasphemeth Thee daily. 

‘ Forget not the voice of Thine enemies. 

“The presumption of those that hate Thee increaseth ever 
more and more.” 


Or again, there is that terrifying cry of the outraged 
and bewildered Conscience, which was to receive a yet 
more terrible realization : 


“My Gop, my Gop, why hast Thou forsaken me? and art 
so far from my health and from the words of my complaint ? 

““O my Gop, I cry in the daytime, and Thou hearest not. 
And in the night time also I take no rest.” 


So bitterly it stung long ago—this anguish—this 
bewilderment—that we feel to-day. 

And there are two points to note in their passionate 
protests. First, the passion, the anguish, in this appeal, 
draws all its intensity from the ardour of their belief 
in the Gop whom they adjure. As an historical fact, 
it is only the Jew who has been seriously sensitive to 
the acuteness of the problem—for it is only he who 
looked to Gop to verify Himself as a Gop of Righteous- 
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ness. That was the very heart of his Faith. And this 
Divine Righteousness was to be exhibited on Earth in 
human affairs, under the categories of History. Gop 
had been apprehended by the Jew in this special 
character—as a Gop of action, engaged on this very 
historical scene in which man played his part, pledged 
to achieve, for all men, a consummating blessing, 
here and now, in tangible fact, working through the 
men chosen specially to co-operate in the task. Gop 
acts: and works: before our eyes. That is the manner 
of His manifestation. So the Jew signalized himself 
by believing. And this, then, is the secret of his 
clamorous outcry at Gop’s failure to vindicate His 
purpose on the very ground and under the very con- 
ditions to which He stood pledged by His Holy 
Covenant. It was a collapse at the centre. So the 
question, which our boys lightly asked, had burned 
itself into the very soul of the Jew. No one ever knew 
its force as he did. And the height of his indignation 
at the Divine defect, at the hiding of Gop’s Face, is a 
measure, therefore, of his loyalty to the Divine Name. 
And that is why the dramatic champion of Israel’s 
Creed, in the Book of Job, is justified by Gop for all 
his stormy impatience. He has filled the whole Heaven 
with his indomitable appeal. He has poured out his 
soul in vehement attack on a Gop who fails to justify 
Himself at man’s Judgment Bar. Nothing shall avail 
to silence his scathing criticism—his passionate chal- 
lenge. He spends his extra force in driving home the 
inquiry—‘‘ Why does Gop leave the wicked in posses- 
sion? Why does He allow this scandalous iniquity ? 
Why is human life a caricature, an insult, an outrage ? 
Why does it contradict everything that we hold true 
of the Divine Name?” So he storms on and on in the 
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fury of hisindignation. And he was right so toclamour, 
in these stormy outbursts. So Gop decides. The 
heat, the violence, the excess of his protests were all 
tributes to his inherent loyalty of belief. If he relied 
with all his soul on Gop being a Gop of active Righteous- 
ness, then it was natural that all his soul should spend 
itself in the agony of finding his faith falsified. There- 
fore Gop approved of Job, just because it was his 
faith in Gop which created the problem against which 
he protested. And this good work of Job and of the 
Psalms remains with us to this hour. It is the fact 
that these heroes of the Old Testament have rooted 
in us their conviction that Gop must be just, and Gop 
must be good, which alone accounts for the anxiety 
of our boys to-day as they ask, “‘ Why does Gop allow 
the earth to be what it is ?—to go on as it does—to be 
disgraced by such outrages as this wild war of ours ? ”’ 

The trouble then sprang out of the Faith. It bore wit- 
ness to the sincerity of the Faith. And this explains 
the second characteristic of it, in its Old Testament form. 
This characteristic is that those who feel the trouble 
go straight to Gop with it. They let loose their protest 
into His ears. This is so remarkable, both in Job and 
in the Psalms. The vehement indignation, the extra- 
vagant cries of complaint, are all addressed to Gop. 
That is why the very vehemence does not signalize a 
revolt against GoD, but an appeal to Him. To whom 
else should they appeal? Their confidence in His 
Justice is the motive which drives them wild. He and 
He alone must reassure them. There must be reasons 
why He does what He does. He is Lorp of all: 
He can do what He wills. Let Him open His mind 
and His counsel to those who desire so passionately 
to vindicate His Name before the heathen. 
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So their religion sets itself seriously and steadily to 
discover and work out the reason for what they ex- 
perienced. They had begun, of course, with the 
earliest and simplest and most obvious explanation of 
all. And that is that their pains and disorders were 
Punishments, were Judgments on their sins. Now 
this was true up to a certain point: but the difficulty 
was that it refused to cover all the facts. The con- 
science of the stricken Job rose up in his immortal 
protest against the cruelty of this interpretation. 
Shall they try another interpretation? Shall they 
say that the pain and sorrow were set, not for penalty, 
but : schooling : for that kindly chastening which is 
done by the father, not out of wrath, but out of love 
for the child? Now, this again might go some way : 
but still it was not adequate for all experiences. It 
was not enough to justify the immense area of dis- 
turbance. It could not be stretched beyond a certain 
point. It left much unaccounted for. So there was 
another interpretation, which the Book of Job adopted. 
Man was being.tested. These sufferings were for his 
probation. Mord stood out as Gop’s own champion, 
to prove that no work of Satan upon him could ever 
touch his loyalty to Gop. This idea was ennobling, 
inspiring. For under this category, every evidence 
of unjust suffering became an evidence of Gop’s entire 
confidence in him: an incentive to loyalty. It was 
because Gop so utterly trusted and loved Job, that 
He allowed him to be put to every proof that evil 
could bring upon him. Probation! This is a thought 
which has since then gone deep and far. This dis- 
turbed and unruly world does offer a testing-ground, 
an avenue, in which faith may make evident its victory. 
Wrongs are turned to joys, when they are used as 
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pledges of the utter trust that holds between Gop and 
the hero, who stands fast. We are not under wrath, 
as we suffer, but under favour, and trust, and love. So 
the thought of Probation has passed into our religious 
experience. It has a true interpretative force. So it 
seemed to Butler’s profound insight. And it was 
Browning’s untiring theme. But it is not enough to 
explain all. Itisnot complete. Itis an afterthought: 
a secondary issue: a makeshift: a zs aller. It is 
not the last word of the Jew’s spiritual search for an 
answer to the problem. 

What then, was that ? What did he finally arrive 
at? Well, at his highest, he saw that probation was 
too external an explanation. Indirectly, wrongs 
might be used to test loyalty: to school character. 
But if they are to be thoroughly vindicated as con- 
sistent with the Honour of Gop, one must go deeper. 
They must be actually transmuted from being out- 
rages on GOD, into being His proper materials : they 
must be changed from within, so that their very curse 
may become a blessing. They must be shown, by 
experience, to be worthy and consistent means for 
working out the Divine Counsels of Love and Righteous- 
ness. What is the Spiritual Power which can so trans- 
mute them that they cease to be instruments by which 
the Devil attacks and breaks us : and become the vessels 
and the channels of the Divine manifestation, showing 
us more of Gop’s Love than we could have known in 
any other way? There is one Power that can do it— 
the Power of Sacrifice. The Sacrificial Spirit, at work 
within the heart of the pain and the loss and the misery, 
can make its sufferings serve the Cause that Gop has 
at heart. So they nobly dreamed. And their dream 

took actual shape and reality, in Israel as the Suffering 
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Servant, who by his loss of all that this Earth had to 
give him of home and country and peace and freedom, 
became, through his pitiable exile, a Light of Gop’s 
Word to the very people who had broken his peace and 
wrecked his home and burnt his shrine. The Servant 
of the Lorp does not heroically defy the buffets of 
fortune, and dare them to do their worst, as Job did. 
He outflanks the whole position. He gets at the back 
of it. He enters into it from within: he refuses nothing 
of it: he makes the very worst his own. He yields. 
He gives his back to the smiter, his cheeks to him that 
plucketh out the hair. He bows under scourge and 
spitting: he goes as a sheep to the slaughter. He 
suffers the whole torrent of wrong to pass over him. 
And, then, from out of his own inherent willingness to 
suffer and to die, for love of Gop, and of those who 
smite and slay, he transmutes the whole body of evil, 
and forces it to take its colour from him, and imposes 
upon it a purpose of which it never dreamed. He 
convicts sin of its own sinfulness by the very strength 
of his own willing surrender to its spite and hate. He 
arrests an attention which nothing else could have 
won, He delivers a message which even the heathen 
find invincible. He carries light into the black heart 
of the night. So he wins over to Gop’s side that which 
defied and denied Gop. He verifies Gop’s honour by 
changing the very nature of that which was most 
antagonistic into an irresistible evidence of His Love 
and Royalty. 

Now that was the Highest Deliverance made by 
Israel. Man had wondered why Gop did not blot 
out the things that were against Him by a stroke of 
His Right Hand, by the fire of His Wrath. The Servant 
of the Lorp declared that there was only one way of 
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\ victory which was worthy of Gop—that of overcoming 
evil from within, by the invading might of Sacrifice. 
For the sake of this slow winning, He tolerates what is 
so intolerable: He endures patiently each outrage 
and scandal. He will not strive nor cry: until He can, 
through the unconquerable persistence of Love, bring 
Judgment out into victory by wringing the victory 
out of the very material which has set itself to work 
defeat. 

So Israel made its answer to our problem. And that 
answer Christianity made its own. Only it gave to it 
infinite intensity and scope by identifying the Servant 
with Gop Himself. Gop Himself entered from His 
own side within the situation which the sin of man had 

\y rendered so disordered and shameful. Gop, Himself, 
from His own side, undertook the sacrificial task of 
transmuting shame into glory, and curse into boon. 
Gop offers His own life, as the pledge that the evil can 
only be undone by the way of suffering and surrender. 
There is no other way that is worthy of Him: no other 
way by which He can make the worst loss subordinate 
to the highest gain, and subdue His very enemies to 
become his tools. The Cross of CHRIsT is the answer 
given by Gop to the problem set us. 

Consider what it means. We are looking out at the 
hideous savagery of War: and passionately asking 
why Gop endures such an outrage on His honour— 
why He does not intervene to stop it. Well, there are 
only two ways of Divine Intervention: from without, 
or from within. From without, He might blot out, 
by the blast of His wrath, the men who fight. He might 
use the volcanic forces of earth. He might rain down 
fire from Heaven, as upon the Cities of the Plain. 
Would this satisfy our idea of His Love and Justice ? 
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Surely, He is a FATHER, and He loves man, His Child. 
Though a mother might forget her sucking child, 
yet will not He. So the Curist comes, as Man, to 
pledge to man the FATHER’S inexhaustible forgiveness, 
For if man is not to be destroyed but to be saved, 
then there is only one way of stopping War, and 
that is by killing out of man the motives that make 
him fight. War will stop, if man ceases to be a 
war-making animal. But this can only come about 
through man’s nature being utterly changed from 
within. And to change this nature from within 
can only be done through the appeal by which 
the Servant of Gop reached the heart of Gen- 
tilism. “I, if I be lifted up, shall draw all men unto 
Me.” The appeal of unbroken Love from the Cross 
to the very men who have hung the Lover there— 
that and that alone can avail. That will go down 
deeper than the hate which drives to war. That will 
win, by undermining the very motives which lead men 
to kill. That, then, is the only way consistent with 
the FATHER’s compassion for His children. 

True, there is an hour of Divine Intervention which 
must, at last, arrive. For Evil must, at last, be 
destroyed. Righteousness must prevail: God must 
come in Judgment, in that awful Day, when the 
Heavens will roll together as a scroll and the moun- 
tains will melt. Such a vindication, public, utter, 
tremendous, is bound up with the existence of Gop, 
who must, finally, be all in all. But before that last 
Dreadful Day, which in mercy is ever being post- 
poned, there is another mode of Intervention by 
which Gop can hope to work out the redemption 
of the world. We ask Him what He is doing to vin- 
dicate His Name, in a scene so black, and cruel, and 


60 So as by Fire 


repugnant. He answers: “I have hung my SON on 
the Cross!’’ Is not that a Witness to the Divine 
Horror at what is going on? Is not that adequate to 
the terror of the situation? The situation is as bad 
as that: it is horrible as the Cross is horrible. Gop 
pits agony against agony. 

Of course, we are not asking why such a situation 
originally came about. Of that we know very little. 
What our boys had before them, what we indignantly 
feel, is ““ Why does Gop tolerate the horrible spectacle 
now before our eyes?” ‘“‘ Why does He not act? 
Why does He not stop it?’’ The Cross does not 
go back behind that. JxEsus starts after this has 
all happened, whatever it was. When the disciples 
wanted to know why the man before them was 
blind from his: birth, what far-back sin had caused 
it to happen, our Lorp answered: “Leave that 
alone. Never mind whether this man sinned or his 
parents. Now, anyhow, there he is blind. And, being 
blind, Gop is going to take action on His behalf.” 
Gop, in CuHRIsT, starts with the blindness. That 
blindness shall evoke a deeper proof of the Divine 
Love than if there had been no blindness to call 
it out. In that sense, the man is blind for the 
manifestation of Gop’s glory. So, too, to us look- 
ing on at this terrible scene from which we shrink, 
and asking ‘‘ What is Gop about?” His answer is: 
“Tam undoing the wrong in the only way in which 
it can be undone. Not by sweeping it violently away 
by a stroke of My Hand. But by entering My- 
self, through My own Son, into the heart of the 
blackest evil, and making its sorrow and its suffering 
Mine.” 

Yes! Heenters. Gopenters. Gopstrikesin. And 
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because it is Gop who enters in order to submit pas- 
sively to man’s inflictions, therefore this Intervention 
in meekness has in it just that violent and explosive 
force which we desired to see Gop exert. True it is 
put out from within: and not from without: but it is 
forceful and masterful and violent, for all that. For 
the act of patient surrender by which the Son passes 
down to His Death is a surrender which carries in it the 
whole Power of the Godhead, and brings it, in its full 
energy, to bear upon the poor suffering life into which 
it comes. Creeping inside the sorrow by humiliation, 
it lifts it from within by the eternal energy. It dies: 
but by dying it lives : and lives with the full force of 
Eternity. So it cannot be holden of Death, it is not 
left to its humiliation. It is exalted far above all 
Principalities and Powers. It is raised in the might 
of its immortality. It is seated at the Right Hand of 
Gop. Curist, who bowed Himself to the death of a 
Slave, in passive submission to man’s wrong, is taken 
up into Glory, and is declared to be the Prince of Life. 
His act does not end with the surrender. But through 
the surrender, it verifies its victory. It reverses history. 
It re-creates man. It puts out the Powers of the New 
Birth. It shatters the bars of evil. It avails for the 
casting down of strongholds. It tramples on iniquity. 
It beats under the forces of Satan. It moves on in the 
might of the Most High. It releases irresistible energies 
which can never now cease from the vehement work- 
ing until they have subdued all things under His feet. 
It is this other side of the Paradox of the Cross that 
we have to fasten upon. The Faith, after all, does not 
stop arrested on Calvary and Good Friday. It does 
not stop at the moment where the patient victim is 
led, as a lamb to the slaughter. It dates itself from 
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Easter and the Resurrection. It is Victory, not 
Defeat, on which it fastens. It believes in a LAMB 
that has been slain, but is now on the Throne—in One 
who was dead, but is Alive for Evermore. It holds 
by a King—who had indeed entered on His Royalty 
by death, but who, in and through dying, had been 
given a Name which is above every name—“ that at 
the Name of JEsus every knee should bow: and every 
tongue should confess that JEsus is Lorn, to the glory 
of Gop the FATHER.” It was by death, He had made 
His way in: by the door of Humiliation. But from 
inside the dead body of Humanity He builds a living 
kingdom: He exerts dominant power: He exercises 
authority: He compels: He vanquishes: He absorbs: 
He draws into Himself the force that comes out of the 
organized agreement of redeemed Humanity: He 
spreads this dominion of willing adherents : He welds 
it, by His Spirit, into a body, with correlated functions 
of activity and motion. Having given to this embodied 
bulk the fullest possible efficiency of manifold and 
associated capacities, He uses it to press forward 
His practical Purpose for winning the world to Gop. 
He drives its accumulated energies up against the 
walls of Wrong and the iron tyranny of Sin: He over- 
whelms opposition: He expels: He purges: He blots 
out : He grinds to powder. It is a positive Dominion 
of Love and Justice that He asserts and expands. He 
is engaged in bringing the Kingdoms of the World to 
become the Kingdom of Gop, of the Curist. We know 
how St. Paul exhausts the language at his command 
in his desire to express the overpowering inroad of 
that tremendous action by which Gop, by the raising 
of His Son from the Dead, shattered the weight of that 
dead darkness that had shrouded the Peoples, and 


Why does not God stop the War? 63 


smote in with a great light, and translated the groan- 
ing population, at one stroke, out of their dim captivity 
into the Kingdom of His Son. The Cross is for Him 
the sign, not of weakness but of strength: not of death 
but of victory. By it, through it, CHRIST strips the 
world-dominations bare, and exhibits them as beaten 
and broken under the impact of His onset. It is a 
Kingdom that Curist comes to establish—a Thing of 
Mass, and Weight, and Pressure, and Volume, 
sweeping down resistance by its royal invasion, 
gathering and organizing all human materials, all 
earthly gifts and glories, into a coherent dominion, 
stronger than all that can be brought against it, 
ever winning a completer sway over the affairs of 
the world, moving out to honour as an army with 
banners. 

This is Divine Intervention—Intervention such as 
we indignantly asked for: Intervention, masterful, 
forceful, energetic. Gop flung Himself over on to 
man’s side. Gop broke in from without. Gop brought 
the Hosts of Heaven into decisive action. Gop did 
this Miracle. It was none the less an Intervention: a 
Deed of Deliverance, because, for this entry, He chose 
to arrive by the door of Humiliation: by the secret 
way of the Virgin’s womb: by the suffering of the 
Passion. So, through suffering, He lodged Himself 
deep inside the innermost recesses of the Flesh. But 
through this obedience to suffering, He put out the 
Powers of the King. The Curist who suffers is the 
Curist who reigns. The Curist who yields every- 
thing is the very Curist who claims everything. The 
CHRIST who dies to save is the CHRIST who comes to 
be our Judge. The Curist who is silent and resigned 
in the Judgment Hall of Pilate is the very CHRIST who, 
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as Son of Man, comes in glory on the clouds of heaven. 
This is how we hold together the pathological CuRIsT 
with the eschatological Curist: the Suffering Servant 
of Isaiah with the King-Priest after the Order of 
Melchisedec, sending out the rod of His Power from 
Zion. Both aspects of the paradox meet in Him. 
And both are united by the element of Intervention: 
Gop is breaking through into action on His own 
account to vindicate His honour, whether He arrive 
by the way of the Virgin’s womb or by the way of the 
final cataclysm. The Intervention in the Flesh is one, 
in principle, with the Intervention in that Great Day. 
In both, He is the one that ‘‘ cometh.” He comes: - 
He arrives: He enters in from without. ‘ Behold ! 
He cometh.” He is come: and gone: that He 
may come again, and take His great Power and 
reign. 

And, now, we are in a position to measure our own 
guilt. For if the full force of the Divine Redemption 
was released and set in motion by the sacrifice of the 
Cross, then the use of that force, and the evidence it 
would give of the Divine Intervention having taken 
place, can only be withheld through our obstruction : 
through our failure to give it vent: through our dis- 
trust of its existence: through our negligence, and 
indifference, and sloth. The Power to redeem the 
whole earth is there, adequate and complete; for 
Gop is there. Can we be surprised that CurisT, the 
Son, conscious of the fulness of the sufficing force, 
saw His Kingdom already coming, and already come ? 
It could come if we did not delay and prohibit it. 
Our bitter complaint against Gonp’s inaction turns 
against ourselves. Gop has acted in JEsuS CHRIST as 
we desired Him to, to set the world straight: it is 


Why does not God stop the War? 65 


we who refuse to set the action free. Why? How 
do we refuse? Surely, by confining our belief to 
His pity, and withholding it from His Power. We see 
CuRisT on His Cross: we do not see Him exalted and 
crowned. We know His Infinite Compassion and 
Pardon. But do we rely on the energy of His Resur- 
rection Life? Do we ever really believe it to be suffi- 
cient to create a new Earth and a new Heaven? Do 
we look to it to make man afresh, so that he is a new 
thing—with all the lusts, and greeds, and ambitions, 
and pride, and arrogance, which drive him to make 
war purged out of him, and in his new-born heart only 
the free motions of the spirit, love, long-suffering, 
gentleness, goodness, faith, meekness, temperance ? 
Ah! We have never credited this Power of Trans- 
mutation on a scale large enough to affect the big 
World-History. We have kept it down to the measure 
of this or that converted sinner. But we have never 
really aimed at a changed Humanity: a changed 
Earth. We have never seriously imagined that CHRIST 
had the force to bring it to pass. And. therefore we 
have been satisfied to pluck a casual sinner out of the 
fire, while we have left man, as he is in the historical 
stage, to go on with his wicked Wars. It is the Power, 
the Royalty, the immense and irresistible Energy of the 
Risen Curist, that we have to learn to believe in. We 
have to win spiritual courage to invoke the Powers of 
the Kingdom into full activity. We, by the way of 
persistent Humiliation, must be enabled to put out our 
own Royal Priesthood: to open the channels down 
which the Divine Force may make its inrush, its in- 
vasion; to say the Word at which the Son of Man 
comes in His might to judge the Earth. Therefore, 
on our knees, we will cry ‘‘Come.” For the Spirit and 
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the Bride say ‘“‘Come.’’ And let him that heareth say 
“ Come.” And let him that is athirst come, and whoso- 
ever will, let him drink of the Water of Life freely. 


“Surely I come quickly.” ‘‘ Even so come, LORD 
Jesus !”’ 


VIII 
THE SERMON ON THE MOUNT 


THE Sermon on the Mount is all of one piece. The 
character that it portrays and demands hangs together 
in its moral integrity, according to that principle de- 
livered by St. James that to break the moral law at any 
one point is to break it in all. It is impossible to isolate 
one special spot at which to keep utterly true to the 
standard given, without involving the whole area of 
character over which that standard holds good. Other- 
wise, the isolated action is unintelligible and uncon- 
vincing. This applies, most obviously, to all that is 
covered by the ethical policy of non-resistance. For 
non-resistance to evil can only have that effect upon 
the wrong-doer which is its aim and justification, if it 
is impossible for the wrong-doer to mistake the motive 
under which no resistance is made to him. If he has 
any reason for suspecting that motive: if he can 
imagine that it is due to weakness of will, moral in- 
difference, selfish desire for ease, readiness to take the 
line of least resistance, meanness of spirit, panic, 
cowardice, etc., then it has the worst effect upon him. 
It confirms him in his evil. He simply despises it. 
It can only move him when it is the result of a char- 
acter about which all such suspicions are simply 
impossible. It must be an act of strength, not an 
act of weakness. It must be the act of a man who, 
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plainly, had other courses open to him, and was per- 
fectly able to take them. For not to resist Evil might 
be the mark of spiritual decadence: of a nerveless will. 
It might be the very note and sign of abject servility. 
It is only when it is the unexpected expression of a 
will that is sound and strong and resolute to the very 
core, and has in it, therefore, the power and the passion 
to resist evil to the very death, that it has any ethical 
value, or can produce any ethical effect upon the 
evil-doer. If a cringing serf offers me his cloak when 
I have unjustly taken his coat I only learn to what a 
depth of servility a cringing serf may come. Ifa 
man whom I have smitten on the right cheek turns 
to me his left, I am only moved to admire him if I 
know that he could kick me out of the house, if he chose. 
If a man whom I have wronged refuses to put the law 
in action against me, it can only move me, if 1 am 
certain that he would have been perfectly justified 
in going to law, and absolutely sure of gaining his 
case. 

I do not think that it would be too much to say that 
all the actions from which our Lorp bids us abstain 
in the Sermon, are actions which are right according 
to common standards. What He asks of us is that we 
should deny ourselves, in certain cases and conditions, 
our lawful rights : and He asks this in the name of an 
absolute morality which exceeds the righteousness of 
the Scribes and Pharisees. It exceeds, that is, that 
righteousness that St. Paul sums up as “ the Law.” 
Now “the Law” is just and good and holy. Only it 
is “the Law.” It stops short at a certain standard 
of Justice and Equity. It rules life by fixed standards: 
it establishes the normal relations of human intercourse 
without which Society would be impossible. It lays 
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down the eternal principles which govern the reactions 
of man with man. These are essential: they are vital: 
they are inevitable. Only one thing they are not. They 
do not give the final ethical word. Our Lorp takes 
them for granted: and yet proclaims an ethic that 
goes beyond them. It goes on where they stop. It 
presupposes them, but exceeds them. It could not 
act, unless they were there: for its moral appeal lies 
in its refusal to use the powers which they put into its 
hands. Ifthe injured man could not rightly and easily 
set the law in action to recover damages, there would 
be no force in his declining to do so. When the Bishop 
in Les Misérables declares that he had given Jean 
Valjean the silver candlesticks which he had stolen, 
the revelation of what forgiveness can mean breaks in 
upon the dark heart of the thief through his recognition 
that the Bishop could, if he had chosen, have simply 
handed him over to the police: and would have been 
thoroughly justified in doing so. We are in the same 
moral region in which the Master of the Vineyard in 
the Parable asks, in justification of his choosing 
to give just as much to the man who had done least 
work, as to the man who had done most, ‘‘ May I not 
do what I will with my own?” He can, that is, if he 
likes, decline to press his rights. If he, of his own 
goodwill, prefers to give a higher wage than can 
equitably be asked of him, he is at liberty to doit. He 
had a perfect right, no doubt, to pay less: but, if he 
chooses to waive that right, who can complain? There 
is a morality, which goes beyond the limits of strict 
justice. That is the whole secret of Gon’s forgiveness 
of man through Jesus Curist. Grace goes beyond 
Law : but it could not go beyond it without justifying 
it in its own place and order. 
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Is not this the reason why the Sermon on the Mount 
does not cancel the authority of Law in a Society ? 
Far from cancelling it, it assumes its justification, in 
order to carry morality a step further yet. The 
Ethic of Forgiveness in CurisT, the Ethic of con- 
summated Humanity, is focused on a point beyond 
the area which the Ethic of Legality can cover: and, 
from that point, it includes, and overlaps, and sur- 
passes, and corrects, the rules of Right which are 
determined by strict justice. But the very fact that 
it goes beyond them also includes and establishes 
them. It is not that they are wrong: but that they 
are transcended by a higher right. The man, there- 
fore, who proposes to exercise the higher Ethic, must 
be a man who could, if he liked, use the lower. Other- 
wise, his abstention from doing so has no moral value. 
Is not this again the real answer to those who dub the 
Sermon on the Mount the moral text-book of servile 
and decadent races? If they had been decadent 
and servile, then their morality of non-resistance 
would have missed all its appeal. The wonder lay in 
the fact that strong and masterful people, Africans, 
Scythians, Vandals, Dacians, Goths, whose force was 
obviously at their own disposal, and could have been 
exceedingly effective, should be ready to forbear from 
using it. Meekness might be the sign and brand of a 
servile and decadent temper: but, if so, it would not 
be Christian meekness. Meekness is only Christian 
when it is the characteristic outcome of a fiery and 
passionate vehemence like that of St. Paul, or St. 
Peter, or St. John. Nobody could mistake their man- 
hood. Nobody could doubt their strength. Nobody. 
could suspect them of servility. They are virile to the 
finger-tips. They are children of thunder. They are 
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forcible to a fault. They are impetuous: generous : 
daring : men of initiative : of adventure : of audacity. 
And, on the top of all this, they can be meek. That is 
the miracle. They can throw all their strength away 
in an act of love. They can strip themselves of all 
their natural prerogatives. They can forget their 
advantage: and forgo their pre-eminence: and lay 
everything down at the feet of the Curis, for the sake 
of winning the world for Him. 

Nor is it only the disciple, but the Master also, 
who exhibits the same law. He who spoke the Sermon 
on the Mount, He who delivered the Gospel of Sur- 
render, He who proclaimed Himself meek and lowly 
of heart, was One who came to send fire upon the 
earth. He had a baptism of flame and force to set in 
motion. He was stronger than the strongest : He could 
strip principalities and powers of the armour in which 
they trusted. He could scathe with wrath. He could 
break, with vehement denunciation, the pride of the 
oppressors. He dared: He challenged: He overcame. 
He smote kingdoms as with a stone flung out of heaven: 
and ground them to powder. He took up His great 
power and reigned. He proposes to wait until all His 
enemies are under His feet. So masterful He is: so 
royal: so powerful. And it is the sense of all this 
power behind Him and in Him which makes His meek- 
ness what it is. It is the meekness that comes out of 
overpowering strength—the meekness of Him who has 
all power in Heaven and Earth. His humiliation wins 
its immeasurable efficacy out of the fact that He is 
“in the form of Gop.” 

We come back to our first point—that you cannot 
isolate any one feature of the character from the whole. 
Every single act of a man takes its meaning from its 
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relation to the entire self. No moral maxim, there- 
fore, has any intelligible significance in the abstract. 
It can only be gauged by its application and refer- 
ence to some concrete personality on whom it is 
imposed. Suppose a mean, limp, loose, nerveless 
hound of a man! The formula “ Resist not evil ”’ 
would spell for him damnation. That is exactly what 
he is only too prone to do. That is his fatality, that 
he can’t resist evil. His one and only chance lies in 
resisting it to the death. This might yet make a man 
of him. Without this, he is lost: and those who 
offered him this counsel would have abetted in his ruin. 
Only after he has been braced by many a fierce fight 
with evil, and has gained an effective hatred of it, and 
has become its recognized and resolute foe, and finds 
it hard to keep his hands off it whenever he catches 
sight of it, can he afford to listen to a yet further 
counsel of perfection which bids him hold in even this 
fierce hate, when the evil only touches him and hurts 
nobody else, and sacrifice even his own passionate 
repulsion to it, if, by so doing, he might win his way 
to the conscience of the evil-doer. It all depends on who 
you are. Who but Curist Himself could afford to say 
to a woman taken in adultery, “‘ Neither do I condemn 
thee’? ? Such an absolution could only come from 
out of one who hated adultery with the hate of hates 
—hated it with a burning fury of shame, such as no 
one of us sinners can even imagine. So it is with all 
the highest precepts of spiritual Ethic. They can only 
justify themselves in those who live at their level. 
That is why Great Britain dare not, for very shame, 
take its stand by the Sermon on the Mount, at the 
opening of the War, and decline to resist the evil which 
had shattered the neutrality of Belgium. It knew too 
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well that the whole world would have rightly broken 
out in a howl of derision. And why ? Because it had 
not the record which would entitle it to be believed. 
It had not the character which could afford to make 
such a claim. Its normal life did not give to its refusal 
to resist the moral authority which it demanded. 
The'e was nothing to show that it should not be put 
down to selfishness, to indifference, to decadence, to 
fear of loss and damage, to greed, to moral cowardice. 
And, by “its normal life’? we mean your and my 
normal life. We are not living generally at the level of 
the Sermon on the Mount. If we were, then our 
motives in refusing to resist the evil would not be 
open to derisive suspicion. And if we, individuals, are 
not living at that level throughout, then to invite the 
Nation to stand out for a principle which we none of 
us can realize, would be an act of pure hypocrisy. It 
would be pretending that an abstraction was capable 
of real existence. The Nation exists only in and 
through the individuals who compose it: and what 
they are, it is. When we are one and all living by the 
dictates of the absolute Ethic, then it will be time to 
ask the Nation to do the same. As it is, we are still 
in that lower condition in which our best hope lies in 
resisting evil tooth and nail. 

This is no abandonment of the higher law. It is the 
discipline which is essential if we are ever to arrive at it. 
We are not qualified for non-resistance to evil until 
we are of the make of those who loathe and repudiate 
it. The conscience must have got a firm possession of 
the hate of wrong before it is in a position to suspend 
it, or to sacrifice it. Through the Law we come to 
Grace. Through the Old Testament we arrive at the 
New. We must be aflame with righteous indignation 
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in order to know what it is to curb it: or when it can be 
forsworn. We must be very strong if we are to show 
what meekness means. While we are so pitiably weak, 
we are disqualified from showing what Christian meek- 
ness is. That is why we are abandoning nothing of 
the supreme Ideal by falling back on to the lower plane. 
For the only road towards the higher is through the 
lower. And we are not yet well established on the 
lower. We have not yet learned fully what it means 
to resist evil at the cost of all that we hold dear. We 
are only now “ resisting unto blood.” And the resist- 
ance has done us all good. The sacrifice of life in the 
cause of resisting evil has braced every moral fibre in 
our souls. We had no choice. For, certainly, we 
could not say to Belgium when it appealed to us to 
fulfil our guarantee and save her—‘‘ We are very sorry : 
but we have been reading again the Sermon on the 
Mount: and we cannot therefore keep our word. We 
must advise you to take it lying down.”’ So far we 
are all agreed, even our finest and noblest Quakers. 
We are ourselves part and parcel of a great human life 
which has not yet passed through the needful discipline 
in which its best hope lies in the hot resistance that it 
offers to evil, whenever evil violently or decisively 
challenges it. It will come out, we pray Gop, the 
stronger for having set its face against evil, and for 
resisting it even unto blood. And in this strength, so 
won, it is brought nearer to that ethical temper which 
can afford, by virtue of its own inherent strength, 
to throw down its arms, and make a new and nobler 
appeal to the evil which it cannot now be suspected of 
tolerating, or admitting, or sharing, or excusing. Its 
own purity of motive, its own power to prevail, will 
be so indubitable, that it will be incapable of being 
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misunderstood when it says, “You have taken my 
coat: and, in revenge, you shall have my cloak also.” 
“Neither do I condemn thee. Go and sin no more.” 

This ultimate goal of all Ethics Baron Von Hiigel, 
with his usual depth of apprehension, places in the 
life beyond this life, in the Kingdom which is to come. 
So he writes, in his profound Essay in the Church 
Quarterly Review. That Kingdom is the consumma- 
tion of this world: and, therefore, it is the inner and 
immanent interpretation of life as it is, But it is 
itself, as yet, real, only in the beyond: only as tran- 
scendent. It will be brought into reality by that act 
in which the conditions which determine this life pass 
away. It is the Ethical law of this ultimate Kingdom 
on which our Lorp’s eyes are set in the Sermon on 
the Mount. He announces the characteristics of a life 
in which love and justice are one, and Gop is all in all. 
He gives us this final end of our Ethical story as it 
already exists, as real, and not merely ideal, not here 
yet, but there. That which is now real there, will at 
last become real here. And it will do this, according 
to the measure with which we ever labour at making 
its ‘‘ uncompromising transcendence ”’ felt as a gradual 
and increasing influence, a “ genial dilution”’ within 
the struggling and mixed human life as it now is, in 
the form of an ever “compromising Immanence.” 
The double duty of the Christian Church would thus 
consist in “‘ the strenuous bringing to light, the devoted 
living, of this amphibious life: this doubly solicited, 
this metaphysically intermediate position of man’s 
soul. This devotedness would manifest itself in the 
persistence and vividness with which the ultimate 
Kingdom, the life of the soul of souls, would be appre- 
hended and preached as abidingly real and final : and 


86 So as by Fire 


in the alertness and disinterestedness which every 
small and difficult advance in the approximation to 
the full eventual life and standard would be sought 
out and encouraged and sustained.’’ Von Higel has 
here succeeded in bringing together into one two 
conceptions which are generally treated by critics as 
antithetical, if not contradictory. For he has carried 
over the Sermon of the Mount, which is the special 
manifestation of Crist as the Ethical Teacher, into 
the Eschatological Kingdom, the manifestation of the 
Supernatural Transcendent Son of Gop. The Sermon 
on the Mount gives you the absolute Ethic of the Life 
which is and shall be. It gives it, in its ultimate form, 
based on the “ metaphysical’’ reality and nature of 
Gop, of man, and of their inter-relations. He thinks 
that our Lorp has thus, with His eyes set upon the 
Goal, overleapt the slow laborious costly process by 
which this transitory life can, for ever, be brought 
nearer and nearer to that Ideal, which is more than an 
Ideal ; since its real existence over there is a pledge 
to us that our Ideal can be ever more largely realized 
here. This is a noble presentation of the case. And 
it succeeds in retaining the “‘ amphibious’ character 
of the Christian life, the elemental paradox which is 
just as essential to our interpretation of the Sermon 
on the Mount as to any other part of our Gospel. The 
Sermon, by clothing itself in homely parables and 
proverbs, disguises its inherent paradox. It seems to 
belong to the present altogether: and to be laying 
down the principles on which everybody can begin 
to act at once as we stand. Yet, in reality, it is the 
last word on Ethics: and that must mean that it 
already covers and anticipates the final development 
to which human will slowly attains through its cen- 
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turies of growth. It has given the conditions of the 
ultimate consummation. But, if so, then it holds in 
it infinitely more than we who are very far from being 
at the end of man’s ethical growth can possibly satisfy. 
We cannot act as if we were at the end, when we are 
only just beginning. We have got a long way yet to 
go before we can dream of fulfilling its behests. And 
our whole problem is to discover how much of it we 
can work into the mixed material of our present exist- 
ence in such a way as to lead men on to admitting 
more and more of it into fuller play. How much of it 
can we so obey now imperfectly as to lead on to the 
social condition which will allow for the more perfect 
obedience ? This problem JEsus did not solve for us 
in the Sermon: He simply set the problem which we 
were to work out: and to help us in working it out 
He promises to the Church the gift of the Spirit 
which will take of His and show it unto us. He 
loved human life, in all its reality. He loved social 
order: industry: business: homes: Kingdoms: 
Governments: Nationalities. He knows what they 
actually were: He loved what they might become. 
He gave us the Goal, towards which to work out their 
redemption. This He did in the Spirit of Prophecy, of 
Eschatology, seeing what is in the light of what shall 
be. But we have to learn from Him, through His 
Spirit, all that long and costly effort by which the 
Goal will be reached: and the Kingdoms of the World 
be painfully transformed into the Kingdom of Gop 
and of His Curist. That is our paradox: that is our 
task: to translate the ‘ uncompromising Transcend- 
ence” into the “ever compromising and graduated 
Immanence.”’ 

Good, fine, noble-hearted men go on pleading, 
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gallantly, in face of all the stress of war upon us, 
the cause of Non-Resistance. And we love them the 
more, the more we strive to hammer out the argument 
against them. Perhaps, we are nearer together than 
we fancy. For they never really come on to the ground 
when the argument for resistance begins. So that we 
may agree with all that they say: and yet be per- 
fectly clear where it stops short. They are always 
pleading the case from the purely individual point of 
view: “If I am hit on the right cheek, must I not 
turn the left?”’ “I cannot be justified by CHRIST 
in asserting myself by force.’’ Well, so far, this is 
just what CHRIsT said. The mere personal individual 
self can claim nothing. It has no right to assert. So 
far as I go, in my own name, I am to make myself of 
no account. So it was that even He said, ‘“‘ I can of 
My own self do nothing.’”” My personal feelings, my 
personal dignity, have to abolish themselves. Here 
is the true sphere of self-surrender, of non-resistance. 
But the problem has not really begun yet. It only 
begins when other selves are concerned, and I with 
them. What am I to do when someone else is hit 
on the right cheek ? Am I to confine myself to advising 
him to turn his left ? Am I to see him smitten on the 
left as well as on the right: and do nothing? Am I to 
suffer another to be wronged undefended ? Am I to 
tolerate wrong, and to let it go on before my eyes 
unchecked and unpunished? And how far am I to 
let it go? Have I no responsibility for allowing the 
wrong to be done? Have I no war to wage against 
evil-doing ? Am I not my brother’s keeper? May 
I not defend him? Shall I let him be broken by the 
wicked, and put out no finger on his behalf? That is 
the question. Or, again, if the evil threatens to defile 
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and degrade that which I hold in trust for another, 
am I not bound to resist it out of loyalty to Him who 
gave me the charge? My inner being is Gop-made, 
Gop-given, Gop-redeemed, Gop-required. It is con- 
secrated by Him : and dedicated to Him. Suppose the 
evil does not confine itself to smacking my cheek: I 
can bear that, and not be damaged: but suppose that 
it does not merely attack, but invade, penetrate, 
poison, corrupt, demoralize that which I am in 
Curist for Gop. Then, am I not to resist it by every 
atom of force at my command? Am I not called 
for the very purpose of this War: and must I not 
fight in it to the death? Is there any violence that 
I ought not to use, in order to expel and destroy any 
such invasion of evil? These are the two justifications 
for resistance. And they both belong to the fact that 
I am not my own, but bought with a price: not my 
own, but Another’s: not my own alone, but bound to 
loyal service for others: not my own alone, but 
pledged to undo and defeat the cruel wrongs that 
break my weaker brethren. We must go outside the 
limits of individual existence to discover the conditions 
under which non-resistance would be a sin. 


IX 
THE TRANSFIGURATION OF WAR 


THESE gallantries of war—these nobilities—these hero- 
isms of heart and spirit—which come back to us in 
tale upon tale upon every wind that blows—are for 
ever over-sweeping our judgment. We thrill over 
them. We sing of them. We weep over them. We 
move through life with uplifted head in the reflected 
glory of their high passion. And, once again, we slide 
into the time-worn fallacy which allows these splendid 
reactions to become the apology for all that is hateful 
in war, the mask of all its ugliness. They are accepted 
as its redemption. It is justified by its fruits. Yet, 
surely, this is to reverse the effect that they are in- 
tended to produce. The noble splendour of the self- 
sacrifice evoked ought to make the hideous contrast 
with its actual circumstance still more vividly evident 
and still more desperately intolerable. If dying for 
the Cause is so honourable, then killing for the Cause 
is the more horrible. If it is the glory of moral and 
spiritual exaltation which so fires our imagination, 
then how appalling that it should be identified with 
so much that is non-moral at its best, and positively 
wicked at its worst. It is ghastly that the spirit of 
high dedication should have, for its outlet, materials 
that are brutally indifferent to all spiritual motives 
and uses—materials that commit gross and blind and 
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savage outrages, in defiance of all ethical direction, 
or human control. The cleavage between the two 
worlds of physical and spiritual life becomes more and 
more violent, as you heighten the heroic elements 
displayed through war. It is impossible to realize 
the purity of the spirit through the animal fury of the 
flesh. The conscience that is capable of death for the 
sake of others cannot but recoil from the cruel carnage 
which war requires of it. It cannot consent to express 
itself through the hideous and reckless brutality of a 
high-explosive shell. How can blind and merciless 
lyddite be reconciled with the will to lay down your 
life for your friends? So the higher the spirit dis- 
played in war shows itself to be, the more loathsome 
and scandalous becomes war itself. It is condemned 
and cursed by its own claim. 

And, once again, the more ideal the motives at war, 
the more incredible does physical war become as the 
medium through which they are to work. For phy- 
sical war identifies the idea with which you are at strife 
with the individuals who represent it. And these 
individuals you, as a Christian, must always love, and 
forgive. But the false idea is to be pursued relentlessly 
to its destruction. If it is right to hate it at all, then 
that hate can never slacken. If it is false, then its 
falsity is unforgivable. You must never rest until 
it is wiped out. But such a war @ l’outrance cannot be 
fought through flesh and blood. It would be wickedly 
inhuman. It can only be waged on the moral and 
spiritual plane, by weapons that are intellectual and 
ideal, which are rigidly controlled and applied by 
ethical directions. So it is that the true Armageddon 
is fought out to the bitter end: and Michael never 
rests from his flaming onset until Satan and all his 
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Hosts have been cast down into the Abyss. This is the 
War of Gop against Evil—a War that knows no truce, 
or peace, or forgiveness. The war of ideas is the war 
of extremes. It is a collision of irreconcilable opposites. 
The victory of the one must be the utter destruction 
of the other. A wrong idea is a lie: and, as a lie, is 
hateful to Gop and man. We cannot rest, until it is 
cast out, and burned in the fire. But all this is rank 
treason, when used against individual people, whom 
we may never hate or destroy. If once our eyes could 
see this ideal war, we should feel it intolerably wicked 
to carry it out at a level where all its truth is falsified, 
and all its purpose blurred. Michael the Archangel 
cannot make war with the methods of a mad bull. 
This cruel parody of the spiritual conflict is an insult 
to Gop, and an outrage on man. 

Now, is it not the office of Christianity to make this 
cleavage felt between war and war? Ought it not so 
to raise the level of the conflict between Good and Evil, 
Right and Wrong, that the conscience of mankind 
would indignantly repudiate the hideous caricature in 
which a battle between Nations presumes to embody 
it? This might be part of the effort by which it would 
abolish war. It might do it by the way of non-resist- 
ance, where opportunity offered, and it could abstain 
from resistance without compromising with wrong. 
Such occasions for the exercise of the supreme virtue 
of self-abnegation are to be gratefully seized, when- 
ever they occur. But they are apt to be exceptional and 
rare. There is an immense field of fact which will not 
allow for this particular exercise of the sacrificial Will. 
The conditions are too mixed : and complicated. They 
do not submit to so absolutely simple a solution. 
Again and again, the collision is inevitable: the arena 
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is set: the issue can only be determined by direct 
strife. The strong man must give way to the stronger 
that he may be stripped of his armour: and _ his 
goods be scattered. There must be war: if good is 
not to compromise with evil. Only, when this trans- 
figured war must be fought out, it is too absurd to 
attempt to do it by shot and shell : by killing and burn- 
ing. This is the conviction which Christianity might 
enforce. It might drain national wars of all their 
force and passion, and render them meaningless and 
repellent, by lifting the conflict up into its true ideal 
atmosphere. It might kill our present horrible warfare 
by transfiguring it. 

It might help us in this to go back upon a remark- 
able effort so to abolish our earthly war by transfigur- 
ing it, which was made, before the days of CuHRIsT, by 
the most Christian of all Hellenic philosophers, Plato 
set himself to this very task in his Republic. War, he 
first declared, springs out of sheer evil. It follows on 
the greed which enlarges our wants as soon as ever we 
have left the simplicity of natural desire and have added 
spice to our food. The first fatal attempt to tickle our 
palate has carried us over the limits set by Nature, 
and has admitted the possibility of a limitless craving. 
To satisfy this craving, we want more than we now 
possess: we must go out to seize our neighbour’s 
goods. We go to war. So far, war is the fruit of 
lawless desire. But, in order to go to war, we have 
to organize what we never hitherto required—an army. 
And this army becomes itself the source of a higher 
morality than was needed by the lower life of natural 
simplicity. For the soldier cannot be made fit for 
soldiering except by a discipline which imposes a set 
limit on those very cravings which had, by their 
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absence of limitation, led to war. This limit is higher 
than the external limit set by Nature ; for it is self- 
imposed and self-created. And it becomes more and 
more austere, as the training of the soldier rises in 
excellence. The true soldier, whom the State requires, 
can have no private or personal desire of his own at 
all. He exists to succour the State. And this necessity 
governs his every impulse and passion. His entire life 
is an education in self-sacrifice. His appetites must 
be tamed in order that he may always be equipped 
for hard service. His mind and imagination must have 
no other aim or joy than the welfare of the Society. 
He must surrender every instinct and every motive, 
so that he may become the perfected instrument by 
which the Community attains its own end. Away go 
wife, and home, and child! These cannot be a private 
possession ; for, then, there would be a conflict between 
his personal good and the public interest. 

Higher and higher the discipline rises, as the Common 
Good assimilates and dominates the entire manhood of 
this dedicated soldiery. Everything aggressive has 
long ago passed out of his intention. His purpose is 
purely defensive, and preventive. He exists in such a 
condition of moral health that he instinctively and 
spontaneously excludes from out of the State every- 
thing that violates its Ideal. His whole heart goes out 
to repel any lie in the soul, any unruly desire, any 
symptom of disorder. He has the imperative impulse 
to bring all under control—the control of right reason. 
He is the guardian of all fair and honourable things. 
His courage, his tenacity, his spirit, as a soldier, all are 
devoted to the maintenance of the national temper 
and tradition. His bodily gifts are all bound over to 
ethical service. So the soldier has become the perfect 


The Transfiguration of War 95 


gentleman, who does the right thing inevitably because 
he cannot help it. And the Barrack is the Nursery 
where the tone and quality of the Public School breed 
the Statesman: and, then, since the State lives by 
virtue of the Idea, the Statesman must, in his ultimate 
perfection, be a Philosopher, who lives in the ideal 
forms of Eternity. He is the final transfiguration of 
the Soldier. The Soldier sprang out of unlimited desire 
and greed: he culminates in the Philosopher, who is 
incapable of desiring anything earthly since he is in 
possession of a joy that infinitely transcends it. 

That was Plato’s dream. He thought that, having 
first found in a soldier the qualities of a good house- 
dog, you had only to develop these dog-like qualities, 
by raising, step by step, the level at which they were 
exercised, and you would discover that the very same 
qualities would suffice to constitute the highest form 
of which Humanity was capable. The dog was really 
governed, in his instincts, by right reason and know- 
ledge, coupled with a courageous spirit. Disclose 
to such a character more and more the pure ideals of 
right reason and knowledge : and its courageous spirit 
would pursue them, lay hold of them, cling to them, 
identify itself with them. You have only got to 
expand the virtues of a good dog, and lo! you end in 
the Wise Man, the Philosopher. That is the Hellenic 
type of human perfection. Our Christian type of 
what a perfect man should be is different: but, still, 
the way to arrive at it may be through some such pro- 
cess of transfiguration. We all see what the splendour 
of the dedicated life means, under the evocation of 
war, even in its hideous shape of blood and carnage. 
We must retain this splendour. Obviously, man only 
comes to his full stature in the act by which he gives 
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himself away, in heroic life or heroic death, for the 
good of his fellows, for the well-being of his Country. 
This is his noblest secret: here lies his heart of hearts. 
We have only got to lay hold of this, and we have the 
seed of everything that man can ever become. Only 
we have to release it from the lower levels of its activity, 
where its exercise is mixed up with monstrous cruel- 
ties, and savage excess, and to lift it on to the purer 
planes where it will find just as clear a call to put out 
all its force and all its courage, without incurring 
blood defilement. We must give it risks to run, 
adventures to embrace, which will require the braced 
nerve, the strong fibre, at least as urgently as any 
battle-charge. We must offer it a foe which it is right 
to hate: and a war which knows no compromise. 
That foe is the lie in the soul. That war is the war of 
Right against Wrong, of Light against Darkness, of 
Purity against Lust, of Freedom against Oppression, 
of Justice and Truth against all the sophistry of Sin. 
Everything that makes him a good fighter should find 
its proper scope in this arena: and without ceasing to 
be a soldier, he will have become a saint. Once in sight 
of this high battle, the forces that now make our wars 
would be drawn off to this absorbing strife ; and war, 
as we know it, would be exhibited in its gross stupidity, 
in its mad folly, in its moral horror. Now, might this 
be? It might, if Christianity could take on its true 
heroic character, if it could reveal itself once again as 
an army with banners, led by Him who goes out con- 
quering and to conquer. Christianity is the most 
thrilling of all Adventures: the most inspiring of all 
Romances: the greatest of all Wars. She has it in her 
to satiate every instinct of the soldier: she has an 
altar at which every life can be dedicated in death. 
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As we take measure, in this War, of all the self-sacrifice 
of which human nature is showing itself capable, we 
shall form a new estimate of the power which Chris- 
tianity must put out in order to meet and fulfil it. 

It is this high heroism which Christianity must be 
bold enough to assert if it is to transfigure the forces 
that can now find their vent only in the gross material 
of War. It must show itself capable of absorbing the 
romantic and adventurous motions of the spirit. It 
must provide opportunities for exultation and for 
sacrifice. Surely, it has in it all that the aspiring spirit 
can demand. Its Gospel is the Gospel of splendid 
venture, of uncounted cost, of utter surrender, of 
heroic risk. It tells of a life that is only won by dying: 
of a world lost, that the soul may be saved. It takes 
the form of a shining Warfare, in which Armies move 
out under flying banners, and the cry of a King is 
among them. It calls to a battle that is to be fought 
even unto blood: against principalities and powers. 
It moves out behind Him who rides on the White 
Horse—and who bears on His thigh a name written, 
Kine or Kincs and Lorp or Lorps. There is no 
demand of the exultant and militant spirit which it 
cannot satisfy ten times over. And all this should 
become a practical reality after the War. This would 
mean a fiercer War against Social Sin. It would mean 
a more heroic endeavour to sweep the kingdoms of the 
world into the obedience of Curist. It would mean, 
perhaps, the gathering and concentrating of spiritual 
forces into some communities of the Religious Life, 
which would be able to pledge themselves to a more 
direct warfare with the World, and to a more sincere 
and thorough realization of the Christian Rule of living. 
The Faith in Curist must find more adequate ex- 
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pression than it can under the ordinary conditions of 
our industrial Society. It must put itself to proof by 
fashioning a life which nationally embodies its spirit 
and intention. Such Communities would be fighting 
powers. They would vehemently challenge the common 
social standard. They would intensify the claims 
that are made in CuRIsT. Or, again, they would 
attack vested Social Sins with a freer hand: and, yet 
again, would carry the Gospel abroad with a more 
sacrificial recklessness. If, by some such means, 
Christianity can develop itself heroically, it will solve 
the recurrent problem—how to retain in peace the 
superb qualities that now can only reveal themselves 
in war. If once men could be sure of a scope outside 
war for these essential human virtues, they would no 
longer be beguiled into excusing and forgiving the 
horrors which seem, now, to be necessary to the mani- 
festation of our highest excellence. 


Xx 
THE RATIONALE OF FORCE 


“THE State is based, finally, on Force.” ‘“‘ Force is its 
last word.’ So the phrase still haunts us. Yet any- 
one can see that, whatever else Force may be, the one 
thing impossible for it is the last word. It cannot be 
ultimate: for the obvious reason that it cannot get 
itself in action, nor determine what direction its 
energy shall take. Guns do not make themselves : 
nor can they fire themselves: Guns cannot settle 
whom it is that they intend to shoot. It is only by a 
brilliant metaphor that they ever go off of themselves. 
Dreadnoughts do not build themselves, nor steer 
themselves : nor are delicate Submarines a product of 
blind mechanical force. Civil or Military Force can 
only come into play, when human wills have evoked it 
into action. There must always be something behind 
and beyond force, to explain what force does. It may 
be penultimate, it can never be ultimate. For it can- 
not begin unless there is some consent to back it. It 
cannot stir until the consent has been secured. It 
involves a mental and emotional background: a 
determination of choice : a reasoned motive : a respon- 
sible agent: a selected end: a public assent. We 
obey the law, because we are aware that it has the 
Police at its back. Very true: but who put the Police 
there ?, Who gave them authority to enforce the law ? 
Why does the world accept the authority which armed 
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him ? Why do we ourselves succumb to it? If we 
do not, then law is unable to enforce itself. It is 
paralysed. So we saw clearly enough in the case of 
the Suffragettes. The State machinery will not act if 
once the authority behind the force is seriously chal- 
lenged. So vividly real is the sense of the ethical 
validity which its exercise of compulsion assumes and 
demands. The fact that a Government can put out 
force is itself the evidence of the willing assent which 
it has secured. And so, with these Fleets and Armies. 
Their existence is proof of the extent of will-power 
which lies behind them. No nation that had not made 
up its mind and was not sure of a vast co-operating 
assent, could possibly accumulate, and manufacture, 
and equip, these gigantic appliances for War. The 
scale of the Armaments is the measure of this national 
resolution. Even if an autocrat give the decree, the 
fact that he does so shows on what an immense agree- 
ment he can count. And it is this Will behind the 
force which goes out to war—the Will that can discharge 
all this stored and disciplined energy down the channels 
that it desires. This is a platitude, of course. It has 
only to be said, and everyone sees that it is true. 
Yet it needs saying again and again, for all that. For 
it carries with it the ethical values which determine every 
act of force. Force is simply the material evidence of 
the activity of a Will. And a Will is, inherently, 
moral. It can never act without involving itself in 
ethical responsibilities. This is the truth to which we 
have to cling, against all the mob of sophistries that 
try to pass it by. Force comes before the Judgment 
Seat of Gop. ‘There is no escaping this necessity. 
Wherever it lends itself to human uses, it has barred 
itself off from the plea that it is blind: or ultimate. 


XI 
ARMAMENTS AS INSURANCES 


WHEN all this horror is past, and we see ourselves 
breathing again in peace, one resolution will be final. 
We know, now, and can never forget, the fallacy that 
hides itself in the plausible epigram ‘‘ Si vis pacem, 
para bellum.” Of course, it has its half-truth. For it 
is a proverb. And proverbs are always half-truths. 
Each proverb states half the case. That is what marks 
it out as a proverb. A proverb can always be con- 
tradicted flatly by a counter-proverb. It counts on 
its opposite to give it balance. ‘‘ Too many cooks 
spoil the broth,” cries out for its correspondent com- 
pensation: “‘ In the multitude of counsellors there is 
safety.”” You must never comfort yourself with the 
advantage of having two strings to your bow, without 
recalling the peculiar peril of trying to sit on two stools. 
So this miserable adage about War and Peace has been 
used as if it covered the whole ground of experience, 
while, all the time, it was only true just so far as its 
exact opposite was equally true. If you want peace, 
show that you want peace. That is the essential other- 
side: and it is far the more important of the two, and 
far the more convincing. By preparing War, you will 
never persuade your adversary that you want peace, 
or intend it. At the best, you will but frighten him into 
keeping the peace so long as he dare not break it. At 
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the worst, you will drive him to prepare for the war, 
which your preparations pronounce to be inevitable. 
And the worst has happened. We all went on prepar- 
ing for war until our preparations became absurd and 
illogical unless they ended in war. We went on heaping 
up our preparations for war until, by their sheer 
momentum and weight, they crashed down into war. 
We prepared for war, until the burden of preparing 
became so heavy and oppressive that war was the 
only way of release from it. We prepared for war 
by such an intricate and complete system of Alliances 
and Ententes that the slightest local irritation spread 
like wildfire through Europe, and every Nation found 
itself involved in a vast and senseless war over nothing 
at all. It took us this tremendous experience to 
discover the futility of the proverb which we had 
misinterpreted. But now that we have had the ex- 
perience of fact, the illusion is shattered. We can 
never again become its victim. 

We have been told over and over again that these 
enormous Armaments were insurances against War. So 
they may be for a time and a time-and-a-half: but, 
in the interval our terror drives us into combinations 
and alliances in view of the menace ahead: and, 
then, when at last the military dominance which the: 
Armaments have created gets its inevitable opportunity, 
the War lays hold of everybody at once. It sweeps all 
Europe, through its alliances, into the black ruin. The 
heather catches fire everywhere at once. Down rushes 
the entire fabric of civilization into one immense 
cataclysm. Europe had made itself an armed camp, 
living on panic. And this is the very material which 
war craves. It comes to its own, unchecked and 
unstinted, in a situation which prolonged fear has 
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filled with inflammable matter. Thus, even if the 
Armaments have postponed the evil day, when the 
day comes, they enlarge, to a frightful extent, the area 
over which the war spreads: and it is they alone 
which make it possible for a welter of nations to find 
themselves all at war through some local accident, 
over nothing at all. This awful experience must be 
final. We must insist on our escape from the curse 
which has lain on us like a nightmare for these 
dreadful years. 


XII 
GERMAN SPIRITUAL MUSIC 


THERE is only one thing to be done during this disas- 
trous strife. Whenever you have read your papers, 
and have been reduced to a carnivorous fury by 
hideous tales of outrage and horror, you open your 
piano, and you begin to play tunes out of the most 
beautiful, and tender, and beseeching book in the 
whole wide world—“ Das Deutsche Geistliche Lied ” 
—the Collection of German religious music down the 
centuries. There are six little paper volumes of them 
—and they begin with a Hymn of Caelius Sedulius, 
with words by Martin Luther: and they come right 
down, through all the superb royalties of John Sebas- 
tian, and Philip Emmanuel, and Bach, to Schubert, 
and Mendelssohn, and friends of yesterday. Was there 
ever music like it, to wind into your very heart of 
hearts? These cuddling, crooning, Cradle-Songs in 
which Mary begs the dear Joseph to rock the child, 
or gather the hay for its pillow—they have in them 
the very soul of Germany—homely, motherly, senti- 
mental, soft, delicious !_ There is song after song of this 
cradle-lilt : and, then, there are others which sing of 
JEsus, the babe, who will lie in our bosom, and be 
sung to sleep, with refrains of “ Eia! Eia!” They 
seem to well up out of the very depth of loving mother- 
hood. They rise and fall like a mother’s breathing 
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breast. They coo with the pleading sing-song of a 
brooding nurse. And, then, there are Shepherds call- 
ing to their goats, winning them by tender-hearted 
echoes to the safe sweet pastures. And there is 
solemn music from Hans Sachs, and Corner, and 
Criiger, for Sunday twilight over the wood fire: and 
folk-songs that have in them the strange soft pathos 
of buried peoples, who have lived in quiet forgotten 
places: and there is always Franck, and the great 
Sebastian, to kindle and to awe. It is a world of 
peace: of home: of love: of pastoral joy: of a 
“family ” religion that fills the house with its frag- 
rance: of spiritual peasantry. No music compares 
with it for soothing crooning affectionate faithfulness 
to the Gop of the Hearth and the Jesus of the Cradle. 
As you play it, the Germany you had lost is found 
again, like the happy city under the Breton Sea, 
whose chiming bells Renan heard sounding through 
the green floods. This is the real Germany, and you 
love it: and your heart goes out to.it: and you feel 
the blessing, as of an old mother, stirring about your 
head : and you are a child, again, nestling inside the 
folds of granny’s gown. How foolish and far-away, 
now, the rabid talk of your Treitschkes and Bern- 
hardis! Away with them into the pit of forgetful- 
ness! You have recovered your lost Allemagne. 
And, then, when we have got quite snug and comfy, 
and love our Deutschen friends, before we creep into 
bed, we had better just take down our John Morley— 
honest John! and read his lecture on ‘‘ Machiavelli.” 
It says the whole counter thing to Treitschke in a final 
and inimitable manner. It dismisses the Corsican con- 
science for ever. It puts us straight with the ultimate 
realities. It re-establishes our normal human nature on 
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its sane ethical base. It disposes of sophisms. It clears 
the ground. It sweetens the air we breathe. It is 
absolutely healthy and convincing. We cannot 
relapse, after such a fortifying rally. We feel sure of 
ourselves. The moral law holds the field. It is the 
only interpretation of life which stands the pressure 
of facts. After all, was there ever a so downright and 
catastrophic and damning a practical failure, as the 
career of Cesar Borgia on the lines of Machiavelli— 
except the career of the Corsican conscience with its 
piteous ending on the lonely rock, with the tortoises, 
at St. Helena? Is that a success that invites a follow- 
ing? Is that an end which justifies the means em- 
ployed to arrive at it? Does it bewilder or intoxicate 
by its fascination? Good-bye, Corsican! Good- 
night, Treitschke! We can go one better than that, 
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and Wellington put together what they could: and, 
generally, could contribute about a third, perhaps, to 
the Allied Troops. We have stuck to the hereditary 
principle : we are on historic lines: only, in our case, 
for the first time in History, the Expeditionary Force 
was perfectly equipped and organized. It has been 
at least six times as large as Wellington had at Water- 
loo : and it has expert soldiers trained to a standard 
high above any other European Armies, in place of 
his raw recruits. It has fought superbly. And its 
losses and wastage have been more than covered. 
Moreover, the Territorials proved ready to come 
up to the firing line in three months, rather than in 
six, as was schemed. Only now, under the stress of 
the conflict, we find ourselves pledged to a wholly 
unanticipated effort. We are called upon to put 
into the field an army on the Continental scale. We 
are told that we shall want two million men before we 
have done. If so, they must be found. Only, this is a 
demand which no Government has ever conceived it 
possible to prepare for beforehand. We could not, 
if we were to keep our dominance over the Sea, also 
permanently sustain an Army at this level, That 
is allowed by everyone. It is an utterly exceptional 
demand, made under unprecedented circumstances. 
It must be met by efforts which are as exceptional 
and unusual as is the crisis. And let us remember that 
the call is for an army that can go abroad, and deal 
with the most serious of all military situations—an 
entrenched enemy, supported by tremendous forts, 
that has to be ejected from positions carefully chosen 
and elaborately fortified. No casually trained troops 
will, suffice for this. Now, the argument for Com- 
pulsory Service draws its strength from the prospect 
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of Invasion. Everyone ought to be trained to defend 
home and hearth. This is the argument that is based 
on the Swiss model. But this is a wholly different affair 
from what we are now considering—a war overseas 
requiring a highly expert soldiery. It would take 
months to bring men trained under the conditions of 
compulsory Service up to the needful efficiency. They 
could not possibly have been ready to relieve that 
first terrible strain in Northern France. They would 
be less trained, to start with, than our present Terri- 
torials. Would they be very much quicker in their 
preparation than the men of the new Army, who are 
now throwing such keenness and zeal into the volun- 
tary training, that they are surprising their officers 
by the speed with which they learn? And, then, there 
is the dreadful problem, for them equally as for 
the new Army, of the Artillery. How is that to be 
supplied ? Yet without it, how can Infantry be of use ? 
Difficulties, these, which have no clear answer. Any- 
how, let us recognize frankly that we are facing a 
situation which no one of any kind contemplated. 
We are not repelling an Invasion: but are creating an 
army which is large enough to fight, on its own account, 
overseas, on the enormous scale by which European 
Armies are now framed. This is what we have always, 
historically, supposed that we should never have to do. 
We cannot be surprised if there has been no permanent 
provision for it. For, indeed, no such permanent pro- 
vision ought to be made. 


XV 
SHAKESPEARE’S MEN 


THE War is horribly grim: hard: ugly: and alarm- 
ing. Its terrible and absorbing horror hangs on and 
on, without a sign of breaking. It is going to be far 
_ longer and more serious than we could bring ourselves, 
at first, to imagine. And this, surely, of itself must 
make a whole world of things impossible to us: and 
we can hardly think that anybody would be in much 
mood for larks and feasts, and Races. These would 
drop out of themselves, by natural instinct. The 
King has said from the first, we gather, “ Of course, 
I shan’t go to Ascot this year.” That is what we all 
should say, if we were he. But, while this spontaneous 
movement will clear off a lot of the usual gaieties, let 
us, above all things, avoid posing. It is eminently 
unnatural to us, as a people, to adopt an attitude: 
to take up a tragic tone: to be over-conscious of 
playing a proper part. We have never done this: 
we can’t do it, if we try. We must retain the English 
irony which, at once, kills any attempt at the “‘ pose.”’ 
We must chaff ourselves: see the fun of ourselves. 
We must let off the steam in chaff. We must keep 
ourselves down, by this, from “ high-falutin.’”” We 
should not be ourselves, if we ever lost this temper. 
We cannot be over-solemn: or go about with the air 
of mutes at a funeral. We are Shakespeare’s fellows : 
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and we will have our jest even on the Moor in the 
thunderstorm with the mad old King. We must see 
the joke of the sleepy Porter bothered at the knocking 
at the door, though it means murder. It is instinctive 
in us to accept the double aspects of human life: 
the play and counter-play of contrasting emotions, 
the ironic comedy of the real and the ideal, the humour 
at the heart of sorrow, the fun of the tragedy. We 
are lost, if we lose this touch. And the Londoner is 
its triumphant expert. All his jesting is ironic. He 
is Shakespearean to the core. He has never dropped 
his hold on the Cheapside of Prince Hal. So we must 
ease ourselves of the strain of war, or we shall break 
under it. We must take it out in laughter and tears 
at once. Do not let us attempt to overdo it: or to set 
ourselves, in obedience to instructions, in the exalted 
mood that the theatrical occasion requires of us. We 
shall be the better understood, the more we keep our 
native tone: and behave just as our own Tommies 
are showing us how to behave. They are carrying on 
the true tradition. 


XVI 
A VISIT TO FRANCE 


AN Englishman, who walks about the streets of Havre 
to-day, does so, lifting an unseen hat from an invisible 
head, and cheering, in silence, for all that he is worth. 
It is at the sight of English soldiers that he performs 
this spiritual feat. They are his perpetual joy; and 
it is difficult to keep down his national pride within 
reasonable limits. They are to be seen everywhere : 
and, always, they are clean, fresh, upright, and 
effective. They are, physically, so fine: and, then, 
their quality and calibre are wonderfully high. Now 
and again gigantic Highlanders go by, striding man- 
fully: or bright healthy-skinned boys roam about in 
friendly groups. They are quite at home. They are 
never insolent: or rowdy: or stupid towards the 
“Natives ’’: they get on with everybody in an easy 
cheery way, and never seem to tumble up against 
the wrong person, or to get into street trouble. They 
are really noble to look at: and one’s heart saluted 
them every time that they passed, as an honour to 
England. 

But what a strain there is laid on those splendid 
fellows of ours, not merely in the agony of the firing 
line, but down there at the Base Camps! They have 
to hang about for days, and weeks, in the streets of 
some bad city. They are occupied only by the weary 
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business of fatigue duties. They have nothing much 
else to fill up the time. They are far from all restrain- 
ing associations : in unknown places: where they will 
never be again. And the very reaction from the stress 
and storm of the front makes the dull calm harder to 
pull through. And there are men there for months 
doing Sentry Duty over Stores: distributing Stores : 
grinding at the most wearisome of grinds: with no 
glint of glory shining about them. Or there are men 
with the Remounts, Jockeys and Stablemen, boxed 
here for six months: they have come through un- 
speakable mud: their horses have died for very mud. 
They must hang about this foreign town, and find 
some relief. Here is the dragging test to which we 
put them. They need all our prayers. 

And how do they get along? By the blessed gift 
of infinite good-humour, and by singing Hymns. Never 
were such Hymn-singers known. They never tire of 
Hymns. No Sing-song that does not culminate in 
Hymns. You ought to hear the shout of their jolly 
voices. They all have their favourites. And, though 
we do a good deal in the way of ‘“‘ Throw out the Life- 
line,” or “‘ At the Roll-call I’ll be There,” or “‘ Hold 
the Fort ’’—still far the most popular are the best. 
Put it to the vote, and the strength of the shout will 
be for “ Holy, Holy, Holy,” or ‘‘ Abide with me,” 
or “‘ Jesu, Lover of my Soul,” and very often for 
“Lead, Kindly Light.”” They sing and sing for ever : 
and if you give them a bit of religion, they have their 
grip on it at once. They listen, as they do not know 
how to listen at home. There is no beating about 
the bush, and no apology needed. They want you to 
talk religion right away. There is no wall up between 
you and them. You need have no fear at all. What- 
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ever you can give, they are hungry to take. And how 
strange that all this should happen in sight of Henry 
the Fifth’s Church at Harfleur. The Base Camp fills 
the beautiful valley that opens out behind the Church. 
The little town has no relics of the old walls that Henry 
battered down. But the grey spire is memorable: 
and the grey porch is quite exquisite, filled with the 
delicate open-tracery of leaves and fruit as lovely as 
that which is the glory of the Porches at Rouen 
Cathedral. There the English lie in their thousands— 
the very English 


“ Whose blood is fetched from fathers of war-proof, 
Fathers that, like so many Alexanders, 
Have in these parts from morn till even fought 
And sheathed their swords for lack of argument. 
Dishonour not your mothers. And you, good yeomen, 
Whose limbs were made in England, show us here 
The mettle of your pasture: let us swear 
That you are worth your breeding ; which I doubt not ; 
For there is none of you so mean and base, 
That hath not noble lustre in your eyes. 
I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips, 
Straining upon the start. The game’s afoot ! 
Cry ‘ Gop for Harry, England, and St. George.’ ” 


They would look a wild and weird crew beside the men 
that we put into that camp to-day. Nym, Bardolph, 
and Pistol, would be among them. And the boy who 
simply said—‘‘ Would I were in an Alehouse in 
London! I would give all my fame for a pot of ale 
and safety.” And Fluellen would be chattering 
“about the mines” very much as if he were in the 
trenches to-day. 


‘The concavities of it, look you, is not sufficient: for look 
you, th’ adversary is digt himself four yard under the counter 
mines. By Cheshu, I think a will plow up all, if there is not 
better directions.” 
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I saw no Pistols, or Bardolphs, or Nyms, thank Gop! 
And thank Gop, we have a better Cause than that of 
King Harry. But the grey spire will see us out, as it 
saw the wars of old. 

There is one special good which is done by flying 
visits from home to the Camps in France. We can do 
something to convince our soldiers that the old folk 
at home remember them, and care for them. They 
are a bit sore about this. They are told by the Press 
that England is apathetic: that we are all going our 
usual way: that Labour is only looking after itself, 
and does not care what is happening to our men in 
peril at the front. It is good to be able to stand up 
before them, and tell them the truth. Deeds are the 
only test: not words. And Kitchener’s Army is the 
proof howmuch wecare. This Army of men, of our finest 
stock and quality, thoroughly efficient and equipped, 
embodies a resolute and determined national, voluntary 
effort, such as is without parallel in history. These 
men are of such devouring zeal that they learn in 
three months what it has always taken six at least 
to get through. The officers report that they have 
never had men like them to drill. They are doing it, 
through no fighting impulse, but out of the sheer and 
binding force of duty. The whole Country is alive 
with them. This has been achieved, while the regular 
recruiting to fill up wastage has gone steadily on. 
Labour has been a bit exhausted through the awful 
pressure of producing ten times as much ammunition 
as anybody dreamed would be required when the War 
began : and has had a fit of irritation under the incessant 
strain. But it has been doing nobly for those months 
since August: and will again settle well to work 
if it can believe that it is doing it for the State’s 
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benefit, and not in the interest of private profits. No 
apathy could have produced this new Army: or 
pulled off this tremendous output. 

The sea is a most blessed barrier: and we cannot 
be too grateful for the silver streak. But it does serve 
to hide us from one another, when it flows between 
us. And so we misjudge each other. The more there 
are who can keep crossing it to and fro, the better 
will be the chance of keeping down these misunder- 
standings. 


XVII 
PEACE 


Pray always for Peace, as for the one and only life 
worth living. War tempts us horribly to accept it, to 
be preoccupied with its anxieties, to be dulled to its 
shame. We commit ourselves to it so rapidly: and, 
then, we become excited by its strange heroism, by 
its rare glories. This amazing outcome of self-sacrifice 
seems to us to justify it. We are fired by the ancient 
primitive passions. Peace has no such victories as 
these, we soon cry. After all, this is the old noble life. 
“Sound the trumpet! blow the fife!’’ This temper 
rushes over us. And it is all wrong. Peace is life, not 
war. We witness to our own degradation if we are 
unable to recognize or obey the law of sacrifice in any 
other form but that of War. It shows on how low a 
level we are living, if we cannot understand how to 
give our life for our brothers except at the cost of 
taking the life of someone else. “‘ War is Hell.” So 
all true soldiers tell us. So Sherman said, as Walt 
Whitman reminds us :—“‘ The people who like the wars 
should be compelled to fight the wars. They are 
hellish business—wars—all wars. I was in the midst 
of it—saw war where war is worst—not in the battle- 
field, but in the hospital.” ‘‘ War is Hell.” We ought 
all to keep saying that to ourselves, deep down in our 
heart of hearts. ‘‘ War is Hell.” CurisT is the King 
of Peace. We stand with Curist, for peace and good- 
will to all mankind. Goodwill towards Germany ! 
Peace with the good German people! We look for 
nothing but that, as our goal. Gop grant it swiftly ! 
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